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MOONLIGHT AND ROSES 



CHAPTER I 

MOONLIGHT AND ROSES 

WHEN the committee having charge 
of entertamment for the camp 
came along down their list of en- 
tertainers to the name of Rosalie Byrnes, there 
was quite a bit of discussion as to whether or 
not she should be invited to the camp for the 
week. The masculine members of the com- 
mittee were enthusiastically for Rosalie. They 
had seen her photograph. But the lady chair- 
man of the committee hesitated with her pen- 
cil poised over Rosalie's name. 

"She seems dreadfully young and quite dis- 
tractingly pretty," she said. "I'm afraid it 
would keep Mrs. Lange too busy chaperoning 
her." 

The woman who had proposed Rosalie 
Byrnes' name smiled. 
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The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

"My dear, she's a professional, you knowl 
It isn't as if she were a society girl. She's 
probably used to looking out for herself. And, 
really, she can sing! I heard her at Mrs. Pot- 
ter Gould's last musieale. I think we'd better 
have her. She's volunteered, you know. It 
won't cost us anything," 

"She isn't one of those horrid cabaret sing- 
ers, is she?" asked the woman who never got 
anything quite straight. 

*'0h, no; I believe she's studying for the con- 
cert stage, and sings only at private musicales." 

One of the men present bent over the photo- 
graph which showed the profile of a young 
girl. Not even the somewhat theatrical light- 
ing which the photographer had chosen could 
mar the piu-e, entrancingly Springlike beauty 
of that profile. The man frowned thought- 
fully. 

"Seems to me," he murmured half to him- 
self, as if something imeasy stirred in the dim 
depths of his memory, "seems to me I've seen 

4 



'' » ♦< » • 
<• *<> ■ « 
^ fc » 

• * V * 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

this girl somewhere in some magazine. Mayhe 
on the stage I No, in a restaurant, and yet I 
can't place her/' 

But his murmur did not carry far. It died 
away as that uneasy, warning stir of his mem- 
ory died. And when it came to the vote he 
helped to swell the majority that added Ro- 
salie Byrnes' name to the list. She was to sing 
at the camp entertainments during one week, 
and she was to live at the Hostess House. And 
a telegram was forthwith sent to her address 
in the West Forties, New York. 

And for Rosalie Byrnes the greatest story 
in the world had begun. 

The first time she saw Gerald Cromwell 
and he saw her was after her first concert in 
camp. 

She had come back to the Hostess House, 
happy, glowing, walking lightly; in her veins 
the exaltation that always comes when an audi- 
ence has adored an artist. And at the House 
she found a dozen boys who had not been able 
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The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

to get ojfif for the concert. They were waiting 
for her. Word of her had spread, and they 
were waiting humbly, with boyish diflSdence, 
pretending to be reading or writing letters, 
but, as any one could see, eagerly waiting. 

"Aw, she won't want to sing again," one 
said. "She'll be tired or something." 

"It won't gum the game to ask her, will it?" 

"Who's going to ask her? You do it, Dinny ; 
you've got all the nerve in camp " 

"Me? G'wanI Mebbe Miss Christine will." 

Miss Christine, behind the desk in the corner, 
did not hear, but she knew what they were 
waiting for. When Rosalie and Mrs. Lange, 
the Housemother, came in at the door, she 
smilingly beckoned. 

"Oh, couldn't they?" Rosalie whispered 
back. "Poor dears I Of course I'll sing if they 
want me to." 

She walked down the center of the long 
room, smiling her friendly smile, and went 
straight to the piano. The boys with one ac- 
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cord rose ; some one turned on the light at the 
piano and turned out the others. The boys 
settled back in their chairs, and every pair of 
eyes grew wistfully eager. 

She sang a couple of little folk-songs from 
her program, one Irish and one French, and 
then a boy asked diflSdently if she knew 
"Mighty Lak a Rose." She smiled at him 
and sang it, crooned it in her tender voice that 
reminded them of velvet and rose leaves. 

There was a window open near the piano. 
A harvest moon poured its silver in upon her. 
Her audience made a circle about her, some of 
them leaning forward in their chairs, others 
crumpled down with far-away eyes. But all of 
them were drinking iij the music, drinking in 
Iter. She was to them that most delicate of the 
mysteries — an ethereal young girl with an 
authentic gift And she soothed their bristling 
diffidence with her friendly simplicity. Also 
they saw that when she sang she forgot them 
and herself. Music flowed from her and left 
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The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

her as rapt as it left them. They wondered 
whom she cared for ; where she lived ; what she 
did when she was not singing; and they mar- 
veled at the white roundness of her throat and 
her anns. The warm rose-color of her chiffon 
frock made their hearts feel warm ; they looked 
at the moonlight in the waves of her bright 
brown hair, and it reminded them of something 
they could not put a name to, an ache and a 
desire that was new and strange. 

They were all sitting thus, and Rosalie 
Byrnes was singing "Knowest Thou the Land'' 
— singing it as if this one was for herself; sing- 
ing it with her chin a little lifted and her eyes 
on the moonlight outside the window — 
when Lieutenant Gerald Cromwell noiselessly 
opened the door and came in. 

He was just back from a four days' leave, 
and he had brought a book for Miss Christine, 
but that book was put down upon a table and 
forever after forgotten, for from the instant 
he stepped inside the door there was nothing 
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The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

^ for him in that shadowy room but the girl at 

the piano. 

The immortal melody she was singing filled 
the room with its poignant and wistful appeal. 
As Rosalie Byrnes sang it that night it was 
like a soul crying for an enchantment it has 
glimpsed in a dream and lost again. The lamp 
light fell on her round white arm, and the 
moonlight was in her hair. She was all made 
up for him, of fairy stuff, unreal because of 
her setting and the surprise of her, and deeply 
touching because of the beauty of her voice and 
her profile. When the song was finished he 
walked to the piano with entire directness. 

"I never heard it sung like that," he said. 

Rosalie looked up at him with a start. In 
her deep-blue eyes the longing of the song was 
still there. 

"Do you think there is such a land?'* she 
said, so softly he was the only one that heard. 
"I wish some one would tell me where it is. Do* 
you know?" 
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His answer seeemed to speak itself: "I 
think it is where you are 1*' 

And then he turned red, realizing he had 
said something that verged on the poetic and 
fantastic. His eyes appealed to her to under- 
stand him, not to laugh. 

"That was a lovely thing to say,'* she said 
gently. 

She stood up, as if to bring them both back 
to every-day affairs, and remarked that she 
must not sing any more. In fact, there were 
faint shadows xmder her eyes, and her mouth 
drooped a little as she stood there. 

"Have these fellows been letting you wear 
yoiwself out for them?" he demanded. "I bet 
they would, the husky grafters !" 

His tone was now cheerfully normal. The 
boys laughed, stirred, stood up. One or two 
came to thank her, awkwardly and shyly. The 
boy who had been reverently holding her cloak 
of soft white wool and gray fur essayed to put 
it about her shoulders, and found it master- 
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fully taken out of his hands by his lieutenant. 

"Taps'll sound in two minutes," he said with 
meaning, and the boys began trooping out. 

Rosalie, moving to the window, stretched 
out her hands to the radiant moonlight. ''What 
a night 1" 

"What a mghtr he echoed. And their eyes 
met, exploring, questioning, eager. 

"I missed the concert," he said ruefully. 
"Just my luck." 

"But there'll be another to-morrow night!" 

"No! Really? Oh, by George, I'll be 
there I Look here, there is — ^I know a dandy 
walk. Do you ever walk?" 

He asked the question anxiously, knitting 
his brow and waiting for her answer. It did 
not seem quite right to expect a being who 
could sing like that, who was so daintily slen- 
der, whose hair in the moonlight was like an 
angelic aureole, to indulge in exercise just for 
his sake. 
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The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

She laughed merrily. "Rather 1 Five miles 
every day!" 

And thus it was arranged that they should 
walk to the heach next day. A bugle sounded 
and he started. 

"I'll stop for you to-morrow afternoon," he 
said. And then a shadow came over his face. 
"But if I don't come, you'll know that I 
couldn't. There's a rimaor been going around 
that we may get orders to move any hour. 
Everybody's been getting leave lately. That 
generally means they're giving us a chance to 
say good-by, you know." 

In her face the bright happiness stood on 
tiptoe, as if it were preparing to vanish, ar- 
rested in its loveliest instant. She looked at 
him with startled, pitying eyes. 

"Do you want to go?" 

"Well — ^yes. I'm pretty keen about it. I'm 
afraid the whole thing'U be over before we get 
there. But — ^now — I hope the order won't 
come this week." 
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The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

When he said that, most annoyingly he 
turned red, and like a delicate reflection of the 
conflagration in his face, the pink in her cheeks 
deepened and spread up to the feathery fluff 
of hair over her ears. She nestled her face into 
the gray fur of her cloak to hide this strange 
phenomenon. And he said good-night abruptly, 
without off^ering his hand as he had fully in- 
tended to do. 

I do not know that what happened to these 
two in the next week would have happened 
just as it did if it had not been for the peculiar 
quality of the spiritual atmosphere that sur- 
rounded everybody, even the least imaginative, 
in camp that week. Through all the under- 
groimd channels the news had spread that they 
were soon to sail, that the order to break up 
might come any hour, night or day. When a 
boy wrote a letter he thought, *'This may be the 
last!'* When he got leave to go to town, he 
thought, as he walked along the street, look- 
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The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

ing into the familiar shop-windows, "This may 
be the last time!" 

No matter in what way he endeavored to 
hide this thought, it was there, creating a 
subtle thing that pulled him always away from 
the normal. Old familiar objects became the 
least bit strange, as if they were being looked 
at through a queer haze of unreality. And it 
was the same way with habits of thought. He 
avoided thinking about the past, and there was 
no use thinking about the future — ^because per- 
haps there was to be no future 1 In this week 
he lived on an island beyond whose edges there 
was nothing ; familiar thoughts and things par- 
took of a quality of strangeness, while queer 
impulses became normal. 

This subtle unreality wove itself into the 
hours that Rosalie Byrnes and Gerald Crom- 
well spent together during this week. There 
were an astonishing number of them, in the 
circumstances, considered from the standpoint 
of a cold onlooker, but they were pitifully few 
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considering that each hour had a way of mak- 
ing itself a thing that crept tortoise-like until 
it had arrived, and then, just as they had seized 
it, it was gone. 

For with that first walk — ^perhaps from 
their first instant together — ^there began for 
them both the enchantment, the shimmering, 
dream-like thing called falling in love. Who 
that has ever known it can forget it? There is 
no word golden enough to express it; only 
words that are made of moonlight, of fairy 
mirth, of the iridescence of the sea at sunrise, 
of the elemental wonder of life, of the exquisite 
throbbing of the newly awakened blood, of 
rapture and pain, should be used to tell about 
this experience that comes once and can never 
be recaptured. 

Five days they had together, or, rather, the 
pitiful fractions of five days. 

And then late one afternoon, Grerald Crom- 
well came into the Hostess House with a 
strained expression in his eyes and his mouth 
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set. He came to a halt in front of Miss Chris- 
tine's desk. She was thinking as she looked up 
that the House had been strangely deserted 
that afternoon ; only two boys had been in, and 
they, dashing straight at a desk, had written in 
haste and gone out again, eyes preoccupied. 
She started to ask Grcrald the reason, when he 
interrupted her by saying abruptly that he 
wanted to see Miss Byrnes. 

"She's not in," returned Miss Christine, 
carefully blotting a check she had just made 
out. "I daresay she'll be back before supper." 

"Not in?" he cried. "But she must be — 
she — I have to see her right away!" 

Miss Christine glanced up quickly, and then 
she rose. She read in his face that the crisis of 
his life had arrived. 

"What can I do to help?" she asked quietly. 
She had worked more than a year with boys 
like Gerald ; she knew when they needed scold- 
ing, when they needed petting, and when they 
had to have a steady hand held out to them. 
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"Miss Christine, we're oflp," he said. His 
eyes, that had all at once become the eyes of a 
little boy, seemed to catch at hers and beg for 
support, 

"When?" 

"To-night, I*m ready ; and I Ve got oflF duty 
until seven, I want to see her. In fact, I 
must see her. Miss Christine I Where has she 
gone?" 

Miss Christine believed she had gone for a 
little shopping into the town. No, she didn't 
say where she was going — ^wait I Yes, she had 
mentioned Drake's, for a new crystal in her 
watch. She did not say when she would be 
back, 

"But you saw her only this forenoon, didn't 
you?" she asked. 

"Yes, but then I didn't know! Oh, I wish 
I'd known." 

'Can't you wait here until she comes back?" 
Wait? When Tve only four hoursr 

There was tragic incredulity in his voice for 
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The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

her denseness. And ''only four hours'* echoed 
through the room with a ring of despair. . He 
moved nearer to Miss Christine. 

"I'm going to marry her;" he made the 
astounding statement ahnost grimly, "She 
doesn't know it. That's why there's no time 
to lose." 

"Before you leave?" Miss Christine stam- 
mered. 

"Of course. And I've only four hours 1" 

Miss Christine, who had been observing these 
two for a week, felt a rush of triumph and at 
the same time a wave of dubiety. 

"Don't you think it would be better to wait 
a little?" 

"Wait until when?" he asked quietly. 

"Until you — ^until you come back?" 

His eyes met hers. She saw that they were 
no longer the eyes of a little boy. "And if I 
never come back, then I shall have missed — 
missed — " He could not express the inex- 
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pressible, "Miss Christine, she is wonderful; 
you know that?" 

"She seems to be a charming girl." 

"Then wiU you help me? Let us be married 
here, quietly, no fuss — ^just you and Mrs. 
Lange? Don't tell the fellows. I — ^why, Miss 
Christine — I have only four hours 1" 

There was something in his eyes that made it 
necessary for Miss Christine to turn away 
abruptly and wink the moisture out of her 
own. Then she became practical. How did 
he know that Miss Byrnes would be rushed into 
matrimony this way? And there were details 
he would have to conquer first. The best thing 
would be to find Miss Byrnes and attend to the 
little necessary things, such as a ring and a 
license and the chaplain. 

"But IVe done all that," he said earnestly. 
His sense of hiunor appeared to have departed 
utterly from him. 

"Before you asked the girl?" she gasped. 

He made the impatient gesture of a much 

19 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

tried boy. "Didn't I tell you I didn't know 
when I saw her this forenoon? Look here, all 
I ask of you is to talk over Mrs. Lange, If 
you don't, we'll go to a justice of the peace or 
something, and for her sake I'd rather have it 
here. It will be hard enough for her the best 
way I can fix it." 

"Yes, it will. How about her relatives ?" 

"Her mother and father are dead. I don't 
believe she has any relatives; she never has 
spoken of them." 

Miss Christine threw up her hands. "Go 
on and find her. If she comes back before you 
return, I'll keep her here. God bless you, you 
poor moon-struck thing 1" 

He had got half-way to the door, but he came 
back at this. He looked deep into her eyes with 
the slow smile that was so unexpectedly 
charming. 

"You don't really mean that. Miss Chris- 
tine?" 

Looking up at him she seemed to see not 
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only his eyes that were straightforward and 
clean, hut the beautiful, clear eyes of Rosalie 
Byrnes. 

"No," she whispered, "I don't really mean 
it." 

The next instant she was swept oflF her feet 
with a mighty hug, and on her astonished left 
eyebrow there was implanted a kiss of pure 
gratitude. Then he was gone, slanmiing the 
door behind him, running for the trolley car 
that was just coming up over the hill. 

"This is scandalous," she murmured weakly. 
"My heavens — ^his people — what will they 
sayV 
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CHAPTER II 

THE WEDDING 

MISS CHRISTINE sat behind her 
desk, or she walked nervously about 
the room as she watched the front 
door. An hour passed; two went by. She 
caught herself moistening her lips and mutter- 
ing: "He can't find her. What a pity! 
What a pity ! They'll never make it now. No 

time. Poor things. Poor " 

But here her thoughts broke oflF abruptly, 
for the front door had flown open and in came 
two whose faces held a light that is all too sel- 
dom seen in human faces. 

"He has told her — she is going to do it I" 
thought Miss Christine, and again that pang 
of dubiety went through her. What would his 
folks think ? Who was Rosalie Byrnes ? How 

could they know, in only five days 
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"Has the chaplain come? Where is Mrs. 
Lange?" the boy cried. 

His face showed through its light the stress 
and strain of the last two hours. Rosalie 
Byrnes* blue eyes also looked strained and 
bewildered, but her lips were firm in spite of 
their pallor. There was something pathetically 
heroic in the way she held her head, as if hav- 
ing come to her great decision she challenged 
the world. 

Miss Christine slipped around her desk and 
took Rosalie in a brief embrace. "You're two 
darlings,*' she said. "Mrs. Lange wants to 
see you in her sitting-room. Don't — •" she 
added this in a whisper — ^''don't let her frighten 
you." 

Mrs. Lange was a woman with a towering 
coiflFure of snow-white hair, a large executive 
ability, and almost no imagination. They 
stood in front of her while she talked to them. 
Their hands kept stealing together and their 
eyes fastened on her face with a sort of des- 
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perate obstinacy. She held up before them 
the seriousness of the state of matrimony. As 
she talked of it, it sounded like a life sentence. 
She had never personally known, so she said, 
two persons who were bent on marrying when 
they had known each other only five days. It 
seemed to her highly unwise, not to say light- 
minded. 

"Mrs. Lange,'' Gerald interrupted, "I am 
twenty-five, Rosalie is twenty-two. There is 
nothing light-minded about the way we feel." 

"Perhaps not,^but how do you think your 
mother and your sister are going to feel when 
they learn of your marriage?" 

A stiffness, a faint, haggard shadow came 
into Lieutenant Cromwell's face. "I think I 
shall have to be responsible for that, Mrs. 
Lange." 

Mrs. Lange gave an offended sniff. "You 
surely wiU, Lieutenant 1 If they blame me, I 
shall tell them I remonstrated with you. And 
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your own people. Miss Byrnes? What will 
they think?" 

Rosalie responded in a low voice that her 
mother and father were both dead; there was 
no one else who — ^who — she stammered a bit 
here — ^bo one else she need consider. 

"You have no ties that would stand in the 
way of your marriage?" Mrs. Lange looked 
at her keenly. 

In Rosalie's round, white throat, just where 
the lace coUar of her thin frock lay open, a 
pulse began to beat visibly. There was a 
frightened expression in her eyes. She opened 
her lips to reply, when Gerald spoke up. 

"Miss Byrnes is twenty-two, as I said, Mrs. 
Lange. She has earned her own living for 
three years. She is an independent himian be- 
ing, I should say. I really don't see " 

Mrs. Lange made a gesture as much as to 
say that she gave up, washed her hands. She 
made an excuse of telephoning to see if the 
chaplain was on his way, and thus left them 
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alone, as if she hoped that this means might 
bring them to their senses. 

They stood in the middle of the room, in 
front of her large desk where she had left 
them, and looked at each other with rapturous, 
frightened eyes. 

"You darling 1" he said. "You dear little 
brave thing 1'* 

Rosalie's throat contracted and she caught 
his hand with two very cold ones. "Gerald, 
you don't know me, not really. How can you 
be sure " 

"If it comefi to that, I know you as well as 
you know me!" 

"No, nol" She shook her head, her eyes 
shining. "I know you are clean and fine. 
YouVe told me all about yourself. But I — 
oh, G^erald, I've talked and talked, but all the 
important things I haven't told you!" 

"There'll be years and years to tell mel" 

"But then it will be too late !" She spoke as 
if she were a little breathless, and her eyes had 
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dilated nervously. "Gerald, perhaps Mrs. 
Lange is right — ^your people — I haven't 
thought of them — Gerald, dearest! Couldn't 
we put it oflF, just an hour, so that you can — 
get — acquainted with me?" 

He laughed and caught her in his arms. Her 
eyelids closed over the distress in her eyes, and 
her lips melted under his, 

"I love you sol" each of them murmured, 
and then the chaplain knocked. 

He came in, followed hy Mrs. Lange and 
Miss Christine. Being a chaplain with a gift 
for human understanding, he went straight to 
the two of them, took their hands, looked for a 
long instant into their faces and asked : "Do 
you two love each other?" 

As if what he saw rather than what he heard 
satisfied him, he gave a little duck of his head 
which was characteristic of him when he had 
decided on a course, whipped out a shabby 
little black prayer-book and began the beauti- 
ful words of the service. 
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And then, in so startlingly brief a time, it 
was all over. Rosalie Byrnes was Mrs. Lieu- 
tenant Gerald Cromwell. The two turned and 
looked at each other, and in that glance there 
was a strange blend of rapture and astonish- 
ment. In so short a time, with so little trouble, 
two persons could take a step that already laid 
a finger on their whole future and on the future 
of shadowy thousands. They did not kiss nor 
touch hands ; they merely looked at each other 
as if each was pleading with the other to jus- 
tify, to justif7 forever, this enormous thing 
they had done. 

The chaplain felt his throat contract. Then 
he stuck his little book energetically into his 
pocket. 

"My dears,'' he said with a hand to each of 
them. "I know you are going to be happy. 
You are made for happiness. But remember 
that married happiness is made up of — " he 
paused, looking at them while a clairvoyant 
film seemed to come over his eyes — ^"'it is made 
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up of faith. Faith in each other. God bless 

your' 

Mrs. Lange and Miss Christine pressed 
their hands, and thus each of them was witness 
of the curious instant that followed Rosalie's 
taking up of the pen to sign. She put it to the 
paper and then she paused, held it suspended. 
Sign right there, Rosalie," said Gerald. 
'But I — I don't know what to sign." She 
said it with a little laugh, and looked up at him, 
lifting her head as if with an eflfort, and they 
saw that the nink in her cheeks had ebbed away, 
leaving her white. "You see — ^it's absurd to be 
explaining this only now! — ^but Rosalie Byrnes 
is my professional name. It was my mother's 
name and I took it for — ^professional purposes. 
But Rosalie Byrnes is the name I have gone by 
for three years, and I much prefer it. I — ^had 
almost forgotten I have another name. Should 
I sign that one?" 

They all laughed to cover a moment that 
for some inexplicable reason seemed extremely 
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awkward. And Rosalie signed in a hand that 
shook a little : 

''Leona Maddernf' 

Gerald looked over her shoulder. "Leona 
Maddern,'" he read. "Nice to have a choice of 
names! Which shall I call you, Rosalie?" He, 
too, was covering the moment like a gentleman. 

She gave a tiny shiver. "Never, never Leona 
Maddeml'^ she cried. "I— I don't like it. I 
am Rosalie Byrnes — ^you won't forget, will 
you, Gerald?" 

"Rosalie Byrnes Cromwell," he said grave- 
ly. She looked up at him with quick gratitude, 
the color delicately returning to her cheeks. 
The chaplain shook hands, wished them joy 
again, and went away. There was a hurried 
looking at wrist watches, no one knowing quite 
what to do next. But some one knocked and 
asked for Miss Christine. The life of the 
house was flowing on again; the wedding of 
Gerald Cromwell and Rosalie Byrnes had be- 
come already an incident of the past. 
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And at last they were alone. They looked 
at each other. Just for an instant their wist- 
ful faces wore their little boy and girl expres- 
sion, then they stretched out their arms to each 
other. A vivid flame was in their eyes. 

"Gerald, you're not sorry? You do love 
me — ^you do?" 

"I love you — I love you; " he murmured 

with his lips against the sweetness of her cheek. 
"It had to be this way, dearest. I wanted you 
to fight for, to think about. I wanted you to 
look forward to. I'm coming back, don't you 
ever doubt that. Nothing can touch me, now 
I've got you, nothing I" 

They clung to each other as if their young 
strength could keep away the inevitable that 
was separating them; they talked, saying the 
same things over and over, trying not to think 
of the black nothingness beyond the edges of 
their island. They reviewed the enchanting, 
astounding week that had ended in this mo- 
ment. And she admitted, with her face 
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against his breast, that she had known from 
the night he came in when she was singing 
"Knowest Thou the Land" that he was fall- 
ing in love with her. And she — ^the wonder 
of it! — she, too, from the instant he stood be- 
side the piano, had felt the troubled ecstasy of 
that experience. Their spirits had flown 
straight to each other; their blood had called 
to each other. 

The short September twilight deepened the 
shadows in the room until at last they could 
see only the white ovals of each other's faces. 
A despairing sense of the flying moments 
crowded their minds with things they wanted 
to say and tied their tongues with the grow- 
ing poignancy of the long separation. 

"You are sui-e you have my address in New 
York?" she asked for the fifth time. "And if 
there's the least tiny chance of my seeing you 
again before you sail, you'll wire or telephone 
me?" 

**Yes, yes. And, dearest dear, as soon as 
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my mother comes to see you or writes, you'll 
go to see her? You'll let her take care of you, 
for my sake, won't you, darling? I'm sure 
you'll like her, and she can't help loving you." 

He said it stoutly, and she listened, assent- 
ing, but the ears of her feminine sense, keener 
than the keenest masculine ears, told her that 
this question of his family lay at the back of 
his consciousness, worrying him, troubling him. 

And his sister, Eleanor, From the very 
first Rosalie had somehow shrunk from Elea- 
nor. Poor Gerald thought he was painting 
a gallant picture of his sister, but what Rosa- 
lie's feminine sense told her was that Eleanor 
was a strong-willed, ambitious woman, who 
was forever in riding-clothes, who had refused 
two men because they lacked the right com- 
bination of money and family, and was now 
engaged to a third. He had a political fu- 
ture, he was three years younger than Eleanor, 
and Rosalie felt sorry for him. She knew that 
Eleanor had a domineering eye, although she 
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had never seen a portrait of her. And instinct 
told her that Eleanor would not like her. 

It was with reluctance that she gave Gerald 
a photograph of herself in one of her gauzy- 
white concert dresses to send with his letter to 
his mother announcing their marriage. The 
letter was to be written in his very first free 
moment. 

This isn't me, this picture," she mourned; 
it was taken for the managers and it looks 
theatrical. You will tell your mother that I'm 
not theatrical, won't you, dear? You'll tell 
her I love to sing, but I love home, too. You'll 
make her understand, won't you, that I'm just 
an ordinary nice girl, and I— I want to love 
her, because I love you so, Gerald 1" 

**Precious, if I wrote for a week, I couldn't 
tell her how wonderful you are. But she'll 
only have to see you to know." 

"Gerald dear," she said quietly, "don't you 
think we'd better leave your family out of our 
plans imtil you come home ? You know, I told 
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you at the very first, that I have taken care of 
myself ever since mother died, and before that 
I was always mother's helper and adviser. I 
am really quite capable of looking after my- 
self. New York is the safest place in the 
world if a girl goes about her life right. And 
you know we agreed that I should go on with 
my work. My singing is part of me. I don't 
want to give it up. If I study and work, I 
believe I have a future — ^not a great one — I 
know my limitations — but a satisfying one. 
And I love to sing. Perhaps if I went to live 
with your family they wouldn't want me to 
sing, and that would break my heart. Don't 
you think we might just leave things as they 
are? Let me go on living in my comfortable 
little apartment, working and studying with 
all my might, and then when you come 

home " 

Their arms tightened. He buried his face 
in the soft fragrance of her hair. "When I 
come home — oh, darling, I must come home !" 
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His voice went on, but Rosalie's eyes went 
past his face, and in them there was a shadow 
of uncertainty and dread. Twice she started 
to speak, and each time his caresses stopped 
her. She realized then that he was desper- 
ately drinking the joy of this, their own hour, 
trying not to think that it might be their only 
one. And a smile of sweetness and tender- 
ness came into her face, a smile just touched 
with the divine softness of the maternal. As 
if she said to herself: "It is your hour — ^noth- 
ing shall mar it, nothing cloud itl" she lifted 
her face with its loveliest expression. 

"You are right," she said, "nothing really 
matters but this, that we belong to each other 
now, never, never to let anything part us." 

"Never — ^anything," he replied. 

The minutes made themselves into seconds, 
into fractions of seconds and passed as one 
winks an eye. Then it was — 

"I must go now, dear — ^not a minute more 
to spare." 
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"Ah, I can't— I can't bear itl" 

"Listen, my own dearest: you're a soldier's 
wife now, aren't you?" 
'Y.y.yesl' 

Well, how does a soldier's wife say good- 
by?'* 

She made her mouth into a tremulous, 
crooked smile, her eyes lifted themselves in 
spite of the tears that drowned them. She 
raised her right hand in the salute. 

"Lieutenant! Good-byl Good — ^good — 
luckl'^ 
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Chapteb; III 

HIS FAMTTiY 

ELEANOR CROMWELL walked 
briskly home through the park after 
her usual hard canter. 3he walked 
with long strides, with the precise confidence 
of one who along with perfect good health has 
always had her own way. Now and then she 
slapped at her booted leg with her crop and as 
she approached her own house she was think- 
ing that, after all, the power of quick decision 
is one of the most desirable attributes a man or 
woman may have. If she had not had that 
power she would probably have hesitated ten 
minutes before, as she passed Vema Gilder- 
sleev*, and as Vema was on horseback also, 
this hesitation would have made it necessary 
for her to have wheeled and cantered after the 
other girl. Which would have looked alto- 
gether too eager. As it was, she had thought 
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quickly enough to toss off, jmk as Vema 
passed her: 

"We have a new photograph of €rerald. 
Come to tea to-morrow and see it!" 

!Exhilarated by this small exercise of her 
own skill with human pawns — ^a skill she had 
cultivated in her boarding-school days — she 
ran up the worn brownstone steps that led to 
the door of the old Cromwell house. Her 
mind leaped ahead to what they would do with 
the old house when she and her brother were 
both married. She recognized its distinction, 
but she also knew that it had been steadily 
growing shabbier every year since she left 
school. Even if they had had the money to do 
it over properly, it would still have remained 
a house built in the gloomiest moment of the 
black-walnut-and-marble era. Nio, if her 
mother insisted on keeping it in the family, 
they could rent it, and her mother could then 
spend half her time at the cures she found so 
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fascinating and the other half with her and 
Hugo. 

An elderly maid servant opened the door 
and announced as she did so that Mr. Stone 
was in the drawing-room, 

"What did Doctor Barth say about my 
mother, Susan?" 

"He thinks she's better, Miss Eleanor, He 
says try to keep her mind off Mr. Gerald, and 
give her the brown pills instead of the gray 
powder to-night if she doesn't sleep/' 

"Yes, yes." An impatient frown puckered 
Eleanor's high brow. "Tell my mother Mr. 
Hugo and I will be up after we have had tea. 
Bring tea into the library. Is that letter for 
me?" 

She dressed quickly. When she sauntered 
into the drawing-room, a tall man of thirty, 
whose coldly brilliant gray eyes might have 
been the eyes of fifty, rose to greet her. He 
touched his lips to her cheek with a careful 
blend of respect and proprietorship that would 
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have made any woman with a sense of himior 
smile. 

"Nice ride?" he inquired. 

"Splendid! I saw Vema Gildersleeve. 
She's coming to tea to-morrow to see Gerald's 
new photograph." 

Their eyes met, exchanging glances that 
were of the same quality of repressed triimiph. 
The golden name of Gildersleeve acted on the 
minds of both of them like a tonic. 

"We should never have come back to town 
so early if mother hadn't begun fidgeting about 
Gerald. I think this letter's from him. He 
must have sent it just before he embarked. It 
seems to have a photograph in it. Do you 
mind?'* 

She tore it open with her long, rather bony, 
but aristocratic, fingers. And then she drew 
out several hastily scrawled sheets wrapped 
about the photograph of a girl in a gauzy white 
evening frock. At her exclamation her fiance 
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came to her elbow; they looked down at the 
photograph together, 

"My word, what a pretty girll" Eleanor ex- 
claimed. "But why is Gerald sending it to 
me?" 

"Perhaps his letter will explain,** replied 
Hugo dryly. 

He took the photograph from her hand, 
scrutinizing it. And as he did so, there began 
to grow in his face a marked puzzlement, as 
if he was trying to recall where he had seen 
this extremely provocative profile before. Tag 
ends of memories, wisps of recollection drifted 
across his mind ; slowly they were forming into 
something almost definite, something that in 
another moment he would be able to pin down 
and say: "Ah, yes^ now I remember I"' when 
an exclamation from Eleanor made him glance 
around. 

She stood staring at the letter with a 
shocked, incredulous face; she turned back to 
the first page, read a line, and then she clenched 
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her hand with the letter in it. It made a harsh 
crackling in the silence of the room. 

"I won't believe it! It's preposterous 1" 
Her voice was high, frightened, and under the 
eyes of her fiance her face grew a queer, mot- 
tled red. 

"What is it? What has happened?" 
"Gerald — ^he says he's married 1" 
"By Jove! To this girl!" He looked at 
the photograph, at the round chin of Rosalie, 
rising so deliciously out of the cloud of tulle 
about her throat, the wide dark eyes glancing 
sidewise with their bright look, at her hair 
turned to a misty nimbus by the photograph- 
er's artful lighting. "Who is she — ^who the 
devil is she?" 

Eleanor smoothed out the letter with her 
shaking hands. "She seems to have two names 
— ^where is it? Here he says — ^Rosalie Byrnes, 
but that is her mother's name, which she took 
for her singing name; her own is Maddem — 

48 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

Leona Maddem ^ Hugol What is it? 

■Do you know herf* 

At the name Maddern he had turned a 
startled glance at the photograph ; his pale eyes 
seemed to grow prominent, glazed with aston- 
ishment. 

"Maddem 1 Do you know who this girl is?" 
he exclaimed, 

"How should I? We don't know any one 
by that name, do we?" 

He gave a short laugh. "Not socially! But 
it's a name that was good for columns in the 
papers — especially the yellow ones — ^two win- 
ters ago." 

"What do you mean, Hugo?" Her face 
was white now, and her dry lips seemed with 
difficulty to cover her teeth. 

He gave the photograph another long 
scrutiny. "There isn't a doubt about it. I've 
seen her half a dozen times in Henderson's 
shows. By Jove, I was with Timmy Cosgrove 
the first time he saw her. I remember, now. 

49 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

We joked him about her. She certainly gave 
him the eye, all right. Next night he dropped 
in for the second act again. That's how it be- 
gan 

He broke oflF short, for Eleanor had given 
a sharp cry. "Hugo, you don't mean that she 
is the girl Timmy Cosgrove got into that scan- 
dalous affair about in some restaurant on 
Broadway? What was it? Didn't she shoot 
him, or something?" 

"No, no ; the other girl shot at him — ^the one 
he'd been playing around with before he saw 
this Maddern girl. His former flame walked 
up to the table where He and the Maddern girl 
were having supper after the show, and called 
the Maddern girl some sort of name. She 
jimaped up and flashed something back — Tim 
told the first girl to get out and mind her own 
affairs, and she whipped out a revolver and 
winged him. Of course, it was in every paper 
in town next day, and Mrs. Tim heard about 
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Tim's past for the first time — ^presumably. 
Don't you remember V^ 

She suddenly covered her face with her 
hands and sank into a chair. He threw the 
photograph on a table and walked to the win- 
dow. His eyes were no longer glazed, but 
keen and cold. Presently he asked for fur- 
ther details. 

She silently held out the letter to him. 

"But this is to your mother," he remarked. 

"Yes, he enclosed it in one to me. He had 
a second thought that it would be better if I 
broke the news to mother first and then gave 
her his letter. He was quite right. This will 
almost kill her.*' 

Stone bent over the letter, reading it rap- 
idly. As he read he had no vision of the boy 
sitting on his cot writing with mingled exalta- 
tion and uneasiness in his heart ; agonizing over 
the right word that would make his mother and 
sister see, not the catastrophe of what he had 
done, but the glory and the wonder of it. 
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"—she is the most wonderful girl I have 
ever seen, mother. She is so talented and yet 
so simple and sweet. I want you to love her 

for me — for my sake It had to be this 

way — ^try to forgive me — ^there wasn't any time 
to tell you about it — ^I had only four hours, 
mother." 

Stone absorbed the facts in the letter with-, 
out being touched in any way by the spirit 
of it. All the time as he read he was seeing the 
girl on the stage. Also his mind was leaping 
ahead to consequences, and to what effect these 
would have on his own future. Suddenly he 
thought of a golden possibility that was now 
a thing of the past 1 He ground his teeth. 

"The young fool I And he could have, had 
iVerna Gildersleeve!" he exclaimed. 

He looked at Eleanor with a little bitter, 
smile and she winced. The maid came in with 
the tea-things. For a moment or two they 
had to put on their masks, pretending to drink 
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their tea; but the instant the woman had left 
the room they set down their cups. 

"We may be wrong," Eleanor said drearily. 
"Perhaps this isn't the same girl. Not that it 
will make much diflference. He has spoiled 
his future." 

"And mine!" she thought, as she watched her 
fiance's face. She had not realized imtil that 
instant how much both of them had taken into 
their calculations the almost certain fact that 
the Gildersleeve money was coming into the 
family. Stone had a future, but that was 
practically all. His inherited income was 
modest. He was going to acquire money along 
with fame, both of them felt certain; but the 
Gildersleeve connection would have made both 
these desirable adjuncts materialize more 
quickly. 

"Tim Cosgrove would know," he said 
thoughtfully. 

"I wish I knew. I must know before I tell 
mother." 

53 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

He stood beside the table, rapping his 
knuckles absently on the back of the photo- 
graph. 

Then he took up the telephone that stood 
at his elbow, asked for a number and after a 
pause said: "That you, Simpson? Do you 
happen to know whether Mr. Cosgrove is in 
the club now? Yes? No, don't call him; TU 
rim over myself.'* 

He slipped the photograph into his pocket 
and walked to the door. "I'll be back in a very 
few minutes. We'll clear up the girl's iden- 
tity before we do anything further." 

With a gesture of her long hands over her 
face as if she wiped oflf its bitter expression, 
Eleanor went up to her mother's room. It 
was the largest and most desirable room in the 
house. It had become through several years 
of imaginary invalidism a sort of reception- 
room, council-chamber and confessional. Ger- 
ald's mother was the sort of woman who be- 
neath an appearance of fragility hides an as- 
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tonishing egotistic power over the destiny of 
her household. In her fine skin and white hair, 
carefully groomed for an hour each morning 
by a devoted maid, in the soft curves of her 
hps and her tiny hands, there remained testi- 
mony to her early beauty. Her husband had 
adored and been half afraid of her to the end 
of his days, but Gerald was the only himian 
being in whom she had ever been able to for- 
get herself. 

"Nothing in the mail?'* she asked as soon 
as Eleanor came into the room. 

There was an almost imperceptible pause 
before Eleanor said firmly: "Nothing for 
you, dear. Shall I read to you?*' 

When she heard the footsteps of the elderly 
maid on the stairs, she put down the book and 
went out to stop her before she could announce 
that Mr. Stone had returned. He was wait- 
ing in the library. 

They did not greet each other beyond a meet- 
ing of eyes. 
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"I was right," Stone said with grim brev- 
ity, "It's the Maddem girl. Tim says he'd 
know the most beautiful profile in New York 
any time/' 

Eleanor pressed her lips together tightly. 
What did you tell him?" 

Nothing, naturally! But I got it out of 
him that he hasn't seen the Maddern girl in 
some months. He doesn't know whether she's 
in the city or not. I fancy their aflFair ter- 
minated with the shooting, if it was an aflFair. 
It makes no diflFerence. The girl is declassee, 
that's enough for us." 

"Yes." 

The word dropped into a bitter, preoccu- 
pied silence. They sat with their eyes down- 
bent while the air in the room seemed to grow 
heavy with their thoughts. At last Eleanor 
moved, clenched her hands and cried: "If 
we'd only known in time to stop it !" 

He glanced at her quickly as if he had been 
merely waiting for this word. At once he be- 
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came alive, aggressive. "What if it isn't too 
late now?" 

*'What do you mean?" 

"I mean this ; Gerald is young, he's had prac- 
tically no experience with women. He was 
caught in an extremely emotional moment, just 
before he sailed, evidently. I should judge 
from his letter the whole thing was a matter 
of impulse. Evidently he has no suspicion 
who she really is. He was at college two win- 
ters ago when the Cosgrove episode took place. 
He's been taken in, that's plain, by a girl who 
is confoundedly clever. She has rather a good 
voice and no end of magnetism. Well ! Sup- 
pose the girl consents to a separation and, as 
soon as it can be arranged, a divorce? Sup- 
pose she writes to him and tells him so? Sup- 
pose at the same time he is told without minc- 
ing matters exactly who and what she is and 
how his family looks at the thing? Don't you 
think that now that he has had time to get away 
and think it over, he will thank us for helping 
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him out of a situation that will be extremely 
unpleasant for him when he comes back?" 

Her face became sharpened and pinched by 
her thoughts. "Oh 1 1 don't know what to say 1 
I'^always thought Gerald was too proud of his 
family name to do anything like this! He 
never has got into scrapes, like other boys. He 
never has acted silly over girls. I don't know 
how he'd take our interference." 

He gave a knowing smile that made his face 
incredibly mean. "A girl like that will do al- 
most anything for money. Let's be frank. It 
means as much to me as to you to get Gerald 
oflF. What, when it comes to a question of 
money, is going to be our limit?" 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE SHADOW OF ROSALIE BYRNES 

IN the West Forties, between Fifth and 
Sixth avenues, there is a shabby brown- 
stone house that has never been made into 
modern apartments, although it has for years 
been an apartment-house. Here and there 
some of the large rooms have been doubled by 
means of thin partitions, closets have been 
turned into kitchenettes or bathrooms. But 
modem it is not, and therefore, in spite of its 
convenient location at the edge of the theater 
and shopping districts, its rents have remained 
low. 

On the top floor, once trunk-rooms and serv- 
ants' quarters, there is an apartment whose 
sitting-room faces south. Climbing up to this 
room from the sophistication of the Forties is 
a piquant surprise, for this room resembles 
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the small-town parlor of a comfortable, mid- 
dle-class family. There is a Brussels carpet, 
much worn in spots, a marble-topped center- 
table, a "patent'* rocker in red plush with half 
its red chenille tassels missing, and over the 
mantelpiece a crayon portrait of a kindly-faced 
man with a spade-shaped beard. One or two 
wicker chairs have been added with gay chintz 
cushions. On the small, very iriiabby grand 
piano, there are piles of the most modem 
music ; but they do not succeed in bringing this 
room into line with the time and the place. It 
remains a comfortable, shabby, comtry living- 
room. 

On an afternoon about a week after Grcrald 
Cromwell's letter had arrived at the Cromwell 
house, not more than a dozen blocks away from 
this house in the West Forties, a girl turned 
east out of Broadway and walked rapidly 
toward the old brownstone dwelling. 

She stood in the entrance-hall ringing the 
bell to the top-floor apartment impatiently, 
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and then, as there came no answer, she went 
to the top of the brownstone steps, where she 
stood looking up and down the street with a 
very depressed air. 

It was plain that this was an air not habitual 
to her sparkling exterior. From her very 
wide-brimmed black hat .with its pale-yellow 
bird of paradise floating over her black-satin 
shoulder, to the rhinestone buckles on her high- 
heeled black-satin pumps, she was markedly d, 
la mode, vivaciously, hardily equipped against 
melancholy. But as she stood there, swinging 
her silver-mounted, bead-embroidered bag, she 
bit her red lower Hp, while into her eyes there 
came a desperate and worried expression. 

Some one coming out opened the door be- 
hind her. She started, turned about and be- 
fore the door could close she had darted in. 

Upward over the dingily carpeted stairs she 
climbed for three flights until she came to the 
door of the top apartment. There were two 
doors to the apartment and she tried them both. 
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They were locked. But at the second door she 

tried a trick that had evidently worked before. 
It consisted in lifting up hard on the door- 
knob and then giving it a quick, inward push. 
The door came open at the first try. She 
walked through the small, semi-dark dining- 
room into the living-room. 

First she glanced into the bedroom, then she 
came back, took off her hat, sighed and threw 
herself into the old, worn Morris chair. Now 
that she was out of the street, it was as if a 
hard, bright mask melted from her face. It 
fell as nearly into lines as a young face can fall. 
She brooded, her restless eyes stilled and fixed 
on one of the faded red roses in the Brussels 
carpet. But long continued thought was 
plainly as alien to her as melancholy. Pres- 
ently she took off her satin shoe, examined a 
worn spot on the toe, yawned, fell back in the 
chair to gaze at the ceiling with a vacant eye, 
sprang up, stretched her arms, murmured: 
"Oh, Lord, what's the use ?" with a mixture of 
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despondency and ennui, and then fell to wan- 
dering aimlessly about the apartment. 

There stood between the windows a small 
desk. She went through this quite thoroughly, 
curiosity brightening her face as she examined 
the outside of letters, and the inside of a little 
bank-book she found in one of the pigeon-holes. 
This little book evidently aroused her to in- 
dulge in figures. 

She sat down and taking a sheet of note- 
paper she wrote with much painful thought: 

"Rent — $85 — ^won't wait. 
"Boudet— $32— take back red hat. 
"Cleaner— $23— ugly. 
"Photographer — $20 — ^necessary. 
"Fox Furs— $125 ( ?) 
"Molly — $18— make her wait. 
"Lonny Kent on loan — $100 — offer him 
$50. 

"Madame Cecile— $45— last call.'' 

After regarding this list for five scowling 
minutes, she ran her pencil through the items 
that had to do with the milliner, the photog- 
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rapher, Molly and Madame Cecile, subtracted 
their total from the total of the remaining 
items and bit her lips over the result. 

After a few minutes of this, during which 
she walked twice to the door, opened it and lis- 
tened, looking meanwhile continually at the 
clock, she at last went to the telephone, called 
a number, and presently said in a voice that 
was throaty but sweet : 

"Hello, Rosen! Yes, this is Leontine. 
Say, listen, IVe got something on my mind. 
What? Oh, quit the Weber and Fields' 
stuff; I mean this seriously. Are you listen- 
ing? Well, what do you think of this? IVe 
got a straight tip, and IVe called you up to 
give you a chance to come in on it. But youVe 
got to get quick action or it'll be too late. Lis- 
ten: I want you to buy a himdred shares of a 
certain stock before two o'clock, and I'll give 
you the straight tip if you'll go fifty-fifty with 
me on what you clean up. What? Oh, listen. 
Max — I tell you IVe got the right dope this 
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time. What is it? WeD, how do I stand if 
I teU you? All right! Now listen: the A. 
D. Z. Carburetor people are going to declare 
a big dividend this afternoon. Do you get me? 
It came to me straight. What? Oh, Max, 
you're always a kill- joy. I tell you, I got it 
straight not more than half an hour ago. 
Well, I'll tell you, just to prove it to you I'm 
right. I just saw young Kilber — sure, Pete 
Kilber. Weill Oughtn't he to know? His 
own father's the president — ^what do you know 
about that!" 

Pressing the receiver tightly to her ear she 
listened eagerly for the reply. It was appar- 
ently given promptly and its nature was evi- 
dent in the keen disappointment in her face. 

"But I tell you he said it was going to be a 
big dividend ! What do you know about their 
payroll? I should think Pete Ealber's own 
word would be better than any gossip about 
their not meeting their old payroll. I don't 
see why you can't take my word for cmoe and 
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do this for me I I tell you, Max, it's the best 
tip I've ever had. What? There's no use be- 
ing sarcastic about it ! I know I haven't been 
lucky lately, but what of it? Look here, I'll 
tell you something : I've got to cover my mar- 
gin on that C. B. & Q. stock before the mar- 
ket closes or I'll be done for. Yes, absolutely! 
I'm giving it to you straight, I'm up against 
it. Max, and I'm telling you because you're my 
best friend." 

Her voice went on, cajoling, whimpering, 
and finally falling silent as the wire buzzed 
under a strident masculine refusal. 

Suddenly she himg up the receiver, her arms 
dropping limply at her sides, her whole figm^e 
sagging. She stood thus in despau-ing 
thought for a moment. Then she said aloud : 

"Vasco Lemar! He'd be at his club now, 
most likely. But I don't want to ask him. 
No, I'll give her ten minutes, and then I'll go. 
If she's been singing lately she'll have some 
money. I can wait a little while longer.'* 
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She wandered restlessly about the room, 
went automatically toward the mirror over a 
console table, examined her eyes with care, and 
then, just as she was turning away, her glance 
fell on a photograph in a silver frame that 
stood just under the mirror. 

It was the picture of a young lieutenant in 
a new uniform, a clean, straight-backed boy 
with rather grave gray eyes. Across the bot- 
tom of the photograph was written : 

"From Grerald to Rosalie. September, 
1918." 

The girl examined it with an amused 
grimace. "Ah, Rosie — human, are you? 
Picked a lieutenant ? Good for you 1 ' 

She was still holding the photograph in her 
hand when the bell sounded. It rang through 
the silent apartment so suddenly that she 
started nervously, her eyes dilating. She de- 
liberated a moment before she pressed the but- 
ton that opened the entrance-door below. As 
she waited she automatically reached into the 
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gay, blue-beaded bag for her lip stick and pow- 
der puff. She had used these with lightning 
skill and stood waiting in the door when the 
visitor reached the last landing. 

"You are Miss Maddern?" he asked. 

She saw, even in the dark hallway, that he 
was distinguished, tall and carried a stick. 
Her head went a bit on one side, her voice was 
very suave and sweet, there was a gleam of 
malicious mischief in her eyes as she replied: 
"Yes. Will you come in?" 

He came in, deposited his hat and stick on 
the console table in front of the picture of the 
young lieutenant. 

"Good likeness of Gerald, thatT' he re- 
marked. 

"I think so," she returned demurely. 

Then he took from his pocket a photograph 
of a girl in a gauzy white evening frock, 
glanced at it and lifted his cold eyes to the 
face of the waiting girl. 
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"You look younger in your photograph," 
he said eahnly. 

'Do you think that's a nice thing to say?" 
'Not polite, perhaps; but what I mean is 
that you were made up for an ingenue role, 
weren't you?" 

"Perhaps!" 

"For Gerald's sake?" His eyes met hers as 
if they oif ered her the freemasonry of a dubi- 
ous understanding. For a long instant they 
gazed at each other. Then suddenly the man 
said: 

"What was your game in marrying Gerald?" 

A tremor of startled astonishment, and then 
a quick change to haughty indignation. 

"Well! I should like to know first who you 
are and what right you have to ask me such a 
question?" 

He laughed easily and sat down. 

"Quite right! I'll explain, and we won't 
waste time. I'm the nearest friend of Gerald's 
family. They received the news yesterday of 
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his marriage. Quite naturally, they wonder 
what is your reason for marrying him. It 
can't he money, for he has very little of his 
own. Therefore, it must he for his name. That 
was it, wasn't it?'' 

She said nothing. She had seated herself 
in the chair opposite his; they gazed at each 
other across the marhle-topped table like two 
players of a game that subtly excited them 
both. 

"Is the name such a prize?" she asked iron- 
ically. 

"Not for you," he retorted. "And I think 
you're going to be clever enough to see that. 
Not to mince words, the family wUl cut oflF 
Grcrald absolutely now. You see, we know 
you rather well, and believe me, my dear young 
woman, the family absolutely won't stand for 
you. You'd have done better to have stuck 
to your own world. Even Gerald, when he 
comes back, will see that you won't do. And 
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where will you be then? No money, no social 
position gained, nothing 1" 

She looked up at him through her long 
lashes, and her voice was small and sweet. 

"Perhaps I married him for love,'* she sug- 
gested. 

He laughed shortly. "Oh, come now. Miss 
Maddern, don't 1 This isn't a musical com- 
edy, and I'm here on business " 

She sat up straight, her eyes growing hard. 
"You've got a proposition — ^they always have. 
What is it?" 

"Five hundred dollars to-day, and a thou- 
sand when the divorce decree is handed 
down." 

She laughed shrilly, immoderately. "Only 
fifteen hundred 1" 

He rose immediately and took up his hat. 
"I see you don't realize that the Cromwell fam- 
ily is not a wealthy one. I'm sorry you haven't 
better sense. I rather expected you'd meet 

us half way. Well, good-by " 
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He turned toward the door slowly. She 
stood up. Her hands were tightly twisted to- 
gether and in her eyes there was the terrible, 
hunted, feverish light of a soul that wrestles 
with and is throttled by that most ignominious 
of all the passions, cupidity. He watched her, 
reading the emotions that devastated the pret- 
tiness of her face. She moistened her red lips, 
while in her eyes there slowly grew the light 
of a crafty speculation. 

^Tive hundred doesn't mean much in my 
young life. Make it a thousand down, and I 
might consider it.'' 

They looked at each other warily, every- 
thing that was mean in each face coming to the 
surface. 

"Very well," he said abruptly, "call it a 
thousand down to-day, and a thousand when 
the thing is finished." 

"A thousand cash?" she cried, her eyes blaz- 
ing himgrily. "Right here on the table 1" She 
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rapped the old-fashioned marble-top with the 
knuckles of her hand. 

He shrugged his shoulders. "When you 
have written a letter to Gerald at my dicta- 
tion." 

She recoiled, an expression of fear in her 
eyes. "I couldn't write — say, what do you 
take me for? What would you wimt me to 
write, anyway?" 

They sparred over this point for a few min- 
utes, during which time she stood, biting her 
Ups, every fiber of her strained and nerrous. 
Finally he took from his pocketbook a type- 
written note, brief, evidently carefully pre- 
pared beforehand for some such emergency as 
this. He placed it upon the table, and beside 
it he put a neat, thin sheaf of bank-notes, which 
he first counted with a care that left not one of 
their yellow backs undisclosed. She watched 
him in fascinated silence. 

"You will read this and sign it," he said 
curtly. 
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She took up the typewritten note and read : 

"This is to certify that, upon mature con- 
sideration, I beUeve my marriage to Gerald 
Cromwell to be a mistake that will be preju- 
dicial to my future happiness and well-being. 
In consideration of a sum hereinafter men- 
tioned, I waive all future claims upon him, and 
without having been coerced in any way, I 
hereby ask him to take the necessary steps to 
dissolve our marriage. Signed :" 

Her lips curled as she read this. "You're 
a slick fish, you are I I don't think it would 
be so much to belong to the same family as you 
dol What are you going to do with this?" 

He explained that the signed statement 
would be sent to Gerald with a full and detailed 
accoimt of this interview with her. Also a 
frank account of her history to date would be 
given. 

"The story of muh life!" she chanted de- 
risively. 

Somewhere below, a door dammed and 
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voices sounded. She started, took up her hat 
and pinned it on hastily. Her hands shook a 
little and her eyes were dilated. 

"IVe got to go — ^be late for my date " 

she muttered. 

Her eyes went back to the bank-notes as if 
they were harried and driven to that sinister 
green-and-yellow pile. Suddenly she gave a 
shrug and a mocking laugh. Catching up the 
notes, she counted them quickly. Then she 
stuffed them into the beaded bag, took the 
fountain-pen he handed to her, and without 
sitting wrote at the end of the typewritten 
note: "L. Maddern." 

"Sign your other name below it," he said 
curtly. 

And she scrawled: "Rosalie Byrnes." 

As she stood up, a spot of color redder than 
the faint rouge on her cheeks burned high im- 
der her eyes. 

"Now, you get out," she snarled. "I'm bad 
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enough, but you're worse. I hope to Gkxi I'll 
nerer see you again/' 

"You'll see me again when IVe heard from 
Grerald," he said imperturbably. "Sign this 
receipt — ^you'll notice that it also pledges you 
to keep this matter of your marriage quiet. 
Hare you told any one yet ?" 

"No^" she snapped. "Where do I sign?" 

A moment later she stood in the room alone, 
listening to the sound of his footsteps going 
down the stairs. She seemed almost to crouch 
there, so intently was she listening. Then with 
a short, excited laugh she caught up her bag, 
assured herself that the notes were safely 
tucked within it, and turned toward the door. 

Her hand was reaching toward the knob 
when she heard the scrape of a key being put 
in the lock. The color ebbed out from under 
her rouge, leaving her face curiously yellow. 
Moistening her lips, she faced the door. 

It opened slowly. The girl who came in 
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gave a start of astonishment, and then cried: 
"Leontine I How did you get in ?" 

"Dining-room door, as usual," the other 
muttered. Then she laughed, too loudly. 

Face to face they looked at each other, one 
questioningly and the other defiantly. And 
they were as much alike as if their Creator, hav- 
ing made one, had in that moment of delight 
in His exquisite handiwork made the other. 

Feature for feature they were alike. In 
height, in the way their lovely hair waved over 
their foreheads, in the way they carried their 
heads, in the delicate slope of their shoulders, 
they were alike. But beyond these details 
they were amazingly unlike, as if their very 
similarity accented their deep and fundamen- 
tal difference. Line for line their profiles 
were the same, the delicate rounded piquancy 
of the chin, the straight, short nose, the lovely 
slender curve of the throat. But it was in 
the full faoe that one saw their curious dis- 
similarity. 
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It was as if the two flames that were their 
spirits were fed from sources utterly alien to 
each other. In the face of one sister there was 
sweetness and peace; she had the piquancy of 
youth, but she looked as if she had endured 
and thought and found a refuge in her own 
soul. 

The flame behind the shell of the other was a 
hungry and restless thing. !N~ow, while she 
was young, it gave her vivacity and allurement 
of a murky sort. In a few years when she 
had rapidly aged, it would be predatory, a 
thing to shrink from. Already her face was 
hardening into a defensive mask; behind the 
brilliance there were no depths, nothing but the 
muddy shallows of fear or discontent or de- 
sire. 

They were twin sisters in every detail but 
the immortal detail of the spirit. 

Rosahe Byrnes came slowly into the room. 

The other girl moved nervously toward the 
door. 
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"I've got to go, Leona. I've waited an 
hour, now. I've got to get down-town before 
the market closes." 

Rosalie Byrnes made an entreating gesture. 

"Oh, Tina, are you still , throwing away your 
money that way? Don't you know by this 
time it's no use " 

The other girl laughed shrilly. The hand 
that reached for the door-knob shook with ex- 
citement. 

"But this time it's going to be different. I've 
got a straight tip, and the " 

Her mouth closed suddenly over the word. 
She clutched the beaded bag tightly under her 
arm. 

"Wait a minute, Tina," said Rosalie. 
"There's something I want to talk to you 
about," 

Unwillingly Leontine came back into the 
room, although she still hovered near the door. 
Her nervous air seemed to say : 

"Get it over with and let me go !" 
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Rosalie removed her hat; and, standing in 
front of the mirror, she was apparently intent 
on fluffing out her hair, when in reality she was 
smiling down tenderly at the photograph of 
Lieutenant Gerald Cromwell. Then she 
turned toward her sister. 

"Tina, I met Vasco Lemar on Fifty-seventh 
Street this morning. He insisted oa walking 
down with me, apparently so that he could talk 
about you. He declares he wants to marry 
you. Is that true?" 

The other girl laughed with the utmost 
frankness. ^ 

"All bunk! And anyway I wouldn^t marry 
him if he wanted me to. I heard weeks ago 
that his place on Long Island is plastered with 
mortgages, and it's so big he can't afford to 
have it opened. That story about his silver 
mines in South America or somewhere was 
bimk, too. I always have the rottenest luck!" 

Rosalie made a little weary gesture. "Then 
why do you let him hang around you, Tina? I 
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tell you, he's dangerous. He gave me the im- 
pression this morning that he's half insane." 

"Sure, he is," Leontine admitted. "It's the 
ocly thing about him that makes him interest- 
ing. It's my opinion he takes dope of some 
kind." 

Rosalie's fastidious young mouth curled. 
"How can you have anything to do with a man 
hke that, Tina? Sooner or later he'll involve 
you in something terrible. He's been infatu- 
ated with you for a long time. He says you 
treat him like a dog " 

"Of course! That's why he keeps on being 
infatuated, the poor fish! Look here, Le- 
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'Don't call me that, Tina! You know I've 
dropped that name !" 

Leontine sneered, but her sneer had no mal- 
ice in it — ^merely a cynical wisdom. "Excuse 
me, dearie! Too much like mine, I suppose! 
Well, I should worry. Mine is still good on 
some of the best contracts going." 
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"If that is so, why do you risk your money 
on the market ?'* Rosalie came back quickly. 

"Because no matter how big a salary I draw 
down it's never as big as my expenses." Leon- 
tine glanced at the clock. "I tell you, I can- 
not stand here being lectured," she cried, her 
nervousness flaring into temper. "I'll be late 
if I don't rush." 

She started across the threshold, but with 
one foot poised over the top step of the stairs 
she looked back at her sister. 

"My luck's going to turn," she called. "I've 
got a straight tip that's going to bring me real 
money. I'll be in to-morrow morning, or 
maybe late this afternoon, and then I'll — ^fix it 
up with you, what I owe you." 

She ran down the stairs, the yellow bird of 
paradise floating over her shoulder, the fat, 
beaded bag hugged tightly to her side. 
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CHAPTER V 

GERALD'S WIPE 

A FEW weeks after Leontine Maddern 
had hastened down-town with her 
•purse stuffed with bank-notes and 
Rosalie had turned back to her desk to write 
a letter to her soldier husband, there came into 
one of the rooms at Home Service Headquar- 
ters a pink slip saying that Miss Mary Water- 
man, of Base Hospital Nimiber Three, 
France, wished to talk with some one about a 
ease in said hospital. Miss Waterman was 
waiting in the general room, and she — ^this was 
an official tail tacked to the pink slip — "wanted 
action/' 

The name of the case was written as usual at 
the top of the pink slip — ^Lieut. Gerald Crom- 
well; also age, company and emergency ad- 
dress. 
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The pink slip in the hand of an extremely 
young volunteer office girl traveled languidly 
from one corridor to another and finally was 
consigned to a young woman in a dark-hlue 
tailored suit and an efficient-looking plain 
velour hat which her brother might have worn 
with propriety. But in spite of her uncom- 
promising clothes she had a very human look, 
due to a humorous mouth and a warm, lively 
brown eye. 

This was Miss Rebecca BrinkerhoflF, who 
openly declared that when they no longer 
needed her in Home Service she was going to 
become a sleuth. She was fascinated by hu- 
man riddles, by the motives, beginnings, end- 
ings and attendant catastrophes of human be- 
ings. That is why she was a success as a 
Home Service visitor — ^that and her persist- 
ence in the face of rebuffs. And that is why 
she was sent out to interview Miss Mary 
Waterman from Base Hospital Number 
Three, France. 

88 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

Miss Waterman had iron-gray hair show- 
ing under her nurse's hat. She looked at Re- 
becca and then at her wrist-watch. 

"Take notes/' she said briefly. "IVe come 
straight here from the steamer, just landed, got 
two weeks' leave, and then back I go. So I've 
no time to waste. This is a case I want to get 
some light on umnediately; mark it down 
emergency. Are you ready?" 

"In my ward over there," said Miss Water- 
man, after exhibiting credentials showing that 
she was head night nurse, "there is a young 
chap — ^you've his name and address there — 
who needs help. You see, it's his mind that's 
wrong, not his body." 

"I §ee," said Rebecca. "You suspect home 
troubles, and you want a social history of the 



case." 



"Exactly. Now, we don't know a thing 
about him beyond his emergency address and 
the fact that he married shortly before he em- 
barked. His own commanding officer was 
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killed, and his present officer has only those two 
facts. When he was brought into our hos- 
pital '^ 

"Wait a minute! How long had he been 
over there when he was wounded?" 

He couldn't have much more than landed, 
for his company were green replacement 
troops. But he got into the worst of the fight- 
ing on the Meuse. He was wounded the night 
before the armistice was declared." 

"Badly?" 

"No, not at all; shrapnel and a badly bruised 
left arm. He wouldn't have been sent to us 
at aU if it had not been for his mental condi- 
tion. It appeared to be complete collapse, 
a condition not to be accounted for by the 
length of time hfe had been under fire. 

"The queer thing about it was that he did 
not appear to be suffering from the usual con- 
dition of shock. He should have been out of 
the ward in a week, but instead of that he lay 
there day after day, absolutely quiet except 
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when his temperature went up as it did at ir- 
regular intenrals, apparently for no reason at 
all. 

"The doctors made up their minds quite 
early that the whole trouble was an obsession 
of some sort. Thinking it might be fear or 
dread of repeating what he had gone through 
in those three days when his troops lay in fox- 
holes under fire, he was told that the armistice 
had been signed and he stood a chance of being 
invalided home. 

"Well! The effect wasn't what we in- 
tended I I shall never forget the tragic disap- 
pointm^it in his eyes as we told him the fight- 
ing was over. And then he turned his back on 
us and looked at the wall. 

" 'I don't want to go home/ was all he said, 
but it gave us the first clue we had had to his 
trouble. Something had happened at home 
that had struck him hopeless. What that 
something was I want you to find out, and 
find out quickly." 
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"What about letters? Has he written or 
received any?" 

"Not one. It isn't strange that he hasn't 
received any, for he's been shifted often since 
he landed. But it is unusual that he hasn't 
asked to have letters written for him. Most 
of the boys want to write or cable the second 
they reach us, but when we asked him he 
merely shook his head. But I know he wrote 
a letter just before his company was ordered 
forward." 

"Ah I" said Miss Brinkerhoff. "It's the let- 
ter they write just before they go into action 
that tells the story. Whom did he write to?" 

"The man who told me didn't know. His 
name was Heney, and he was a top sergeant 
in Lieutenant Cromwell's company. Heney 
was rather badly wounded and I happened to 
run across him in the ward. When I men- 
tioned to him that his lieutenant was on the 
same floor, his eyes brightened. 

So he came through, did he?' Heney said. 
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*I never thought he would. The way he went 
at it you would say a machine-gun nest didn't 
mean any more to him than a polo game. He 
was always three jumps ahead of his men; but 
then, he was a bit crazy when we started for- 
ward.' 

"Of course I asked him to explain what he 
meant by 'a bit crazy/ and he told me that just 
at the last moment, after they had been ordered 
to be in readiness to move forward, the mail 
had reached their company, and he himself had 
handed Lieutenant Cromwell a letter. 

"He remembered it because the lieutenant 
seemed to be so delighted because his mail had 
at last caught up with him. He said it was 
the first letter he had received since he landed. 
And Heney was close to him when he read it. 
He said he had never seen such a change in a 
man. 

" *He got old right under my eyes,' Heney 
declared. *He acted like he'd been hit over the 
head with a club. After he'd read the letter 
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over twice he sat with his head hanging down, 
looking at the ground, white as the paper. 

" 'After a while he seemed to come back to 
a realization of things, and then he began to 
write something on a sheet of paper. He had 
only begun when he was sent for by the cap- 
tain. He had just time to scrawl a word or 
two and stuff the sheet into an envelope.' 

"Heney believes the letter was sent back all 
right, although they moved forward at once. 
That was all Heney could tell me, except that 
the lieutenant had suddenly gone 'a bit crazy' 
and for three days had fought, whenever there 
was fighting to be done, 'Hke sixty.' 

"When they merely lay in the woods or in 
their foxholes, he was not like the boy they 
had known, but, as Heney said, like a person 
whose wits had left his body and gone off 
somewhere on their own ! When they spoke to 
him, he looked at them as if he didn't see them. 
Heney says he never saw him sleep, but often 
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saw him lying staring up at nothing with his 
eyes burning." 

It was soon after this that Rebecca Brinker- 
hoff started out to make what is known in the 
Service as a "first visit'' to Mrs. Cromwell, the 
mother of the lieutenant. But in the meantime 
she had fortified herself with various facts. It 
was her private opinion that information could 
be extracted much more deftly if the '"visitor" 
was forearmed with a little information of her 
own. 

She had read in the morning paper as she 
came down in the subway the name of Lieuten- 
ant Cromwell in the casualty list, and in an- 
other part of the paper a few lines stating that 
the young lieutenant was of a well-known old 
New York family, and that he had received a 
citation for gallantry in action. 

"Well," thought Rebecca, "thank goodness 
I won't have to tell them he's wounded — al- 
ways hate that." 

As soon as she was let into the entrance hall 
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of the Cromwell house, she knew that agita- 
tion was in the air, along with the pronounced 
odor of eau de cologne. 

The little invalid with the elaborate coiffure 
white against her rose-colored cushions lay on 
a couch near an open fire, and Eleanor Crom- 
well with an elbow on the mantel stood, the 
morning paper still in her hand. Eleanor said 
little, but Mrs. Cromwell clamored to know if 
the visitor brought them further news of Ger- 
ald. Miss Brinkerhoif told them that she had 
seen some one from the very hospital where 
Gerald lay, and he was not badly wounded. 
Only he was depressed, and possibly a few 
cheerful letters 

"But IVe written every week!" the mother 
wailed. "WeVe all written. Hugo Stone has 
written. Not half an hour ago he telephoned 
us that he had just cabled. Mr. Stone — ^my 
daughter's fiance," she explained — "has been 
jBxtremely disturbed because weVe not heard 
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from Gerald. It is frightful, the incompetence 
of the authorities. Why didn't they " 

Rebecca hastened to stem the tide. She 
pointed out to the mother how wonderful it 
(was to have a son who had won a citation. And, 
then, in her haste to say something diverting 
and soothing, she added : 

"And how proud of him his wife must be I'* 

But the instant she bad spoken she knew 
that here was a fact the mother knew nothing 
about. Mrs. Cromwell first stared, then 
smiled. 

"His wifel My dear young woman, he 
hadn't any wife!" 

Miss Brinkerhoff had an agile mind. She 
laughed lightly. "I beg your pardon 1 I 
carry so many names and families in my mind. 
So he's not married?" 

"Gracious, nol I can't see what made you 
think he is." 

All this time Eleanor Cromwell had been 
3itting near her mother's couch, but out of 
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range of her mother's vision. She now made 
an angular, jerky movement, and Miss Brink- 
lerhoff glanced at her face. It was frozen in 
lines of dread, of resistance. 

"Ah, my dear I" thought Miss Brinkerhoff. 
"You know he has a wife! Now, why have 
you never told his mother?" 

After this she left rather abruptly, for she 
knew the house had become a blind alley. Mrs. 
Cromwell was threatening to show her all of 
Gerald's baby pictures, and Eleanor, excusing 
herself brusquely, had left the room. 

When she reached the street, she stood on 
the corner undecided for a moment. But only 
for a moment. She knew that Gerald Crom- 
well was married; she had seen the name and 
address of the wife to whom he had made an 
allotment. She looked at her watch and then 
she swung around and walked rapidly west. 

It was a long time before she received any 
response to her ring at the bell of Rosalie 
Byrnes' apartment. When the door finally 
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gave its welcoming click, she climbed the rather 
dark stairs to the top of the house to find a 
wan-faced girl standing in the open door 
watching the stairs as if she feared or dreaded 
what might be coming up them. 

"How do you do?" said Miss Brinkerhoff 
in her pleasant, vigorous voice. "Oh, what a 
climb! I'm from the Red Cross — do you 
mind *' 

"Oh !" The sound interrupted her, a sound 
of panic. Rosalie clutched at her breast as 
women do when they are stabbed by fear. 
"YouVe heard — from him?'* 

"About him,'* answered Miss Brinkerhoff 
cheerfully. "I believe he's getting on splen- 
didly; at least he's not badly wounded at all. 
IVe only come to tell you he wants cheering 
up; a few jolly letters from you, perhaps a 
cable this very afternoon. Why, my dear! 
Good gracious, child ! This won't do." 

She caught Rosalie very skillfully just as she 
reeled back from the door, and placed her on 
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a sofa in the sitting room that looked as if it 
had been transferred direct from the comitry. 
As she did so her trained eye caught sight of a 
letter on the marble-topped table in the center 
of the room. 

"Sol She's heard from the lieutenant, any- 
way I" she thought. 

It was a deep and dangerous faint into which 
the girl had fallen. Miss Brinkerhoff applied 
her first-aid knowledge efficiently and silently, 
and all the time she was thinking: 

"What a beauty 1 Been crying all day — 
what fools girls are — Ah ! There's his picture 
^nice boy, impulsive and honest " 

Rosalie opened her eyes. They were dark 
with pain and bewilderment. She struggled 
to sit up, and Miss Brinkerhoff put cushions 
behind her, all the time talking comfortably. 

"Now, we're going to get this whole thing 
straightened out, and you're going to get rid 
of that bogy in your mind that's been making 
you cry all day." 

100 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

Suddenly Rosalie shut her eyes as if pain 
unendurable had shot through her heart. She 
sank down among the cushions, sobbing uncon- 
trollably. Miss BrinkerhoflP went to her and 
gathered her up as if she were a child. As she 
felt the wild trembling of the girFs slender fig- 
ure she knew that something more than concern 
for Gerald Cromwell's wounds was at the bot- 
tom of this anguish. Her eyes wandered to 
the opened letter on the table. 

"My dear, listen," she said gently but clearly. 
"Don't you think if you tell me what was in 
that letter we may find there is something that 
can be done? You know that Gerald is not 
seriously wounded, for I've told you so. Come, 
now, you're bound to be brave, for you're a 
soldier's wife." 

Rosalie's whole body seemed to stiffen at 
this last word. 

"How did you know I'm his wife?" she 
whispered. "I haven't told any one — I 
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.wouldn't even take his name until they — 
until '' 

"Until his mother came to see you," Miss 
Brinkerhoflp supplied casually. 

Rosalie nodded. It did not apparently oc- 
cur to her to wonder how Miss Brinkerhoflf 
knew about Gerald's mother. She was preoc- 
cupied, obsessed ^y an unhappiness that had 
stunned her, left her dazed and half -drowned 
in misery. 

"Ah, well, relatives-in-law are, after all, 
only a minor obstacle," said Miss Brinkerhoff. 
"I'm siu*e Lieutenant Cromwell's mother will 
come to see you sooner or later, when she knows 
about " 

"No I No I" cried Rosalie sharply. 

She lifted her pain-darkened eyes to the 
other woman's face pitifully. 

"She will never come now. I don't want 
her to come. Something terrible has hap- 
pened. He — ^he hates me. He has found out 
something I ought to have told him before we 
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were married. Oh, it seemed a small thing 
then, and I couldn't bear to spoil our only 
married hour together — and now he despises 
mel 

"He is willing to divorce me — ^he says so. 
And I loved him sor 

At this forlorn cry Miss Brinkerhoflp made 
a little sound of pity. Very gently she re- 
leased the girl until she lay limply among the 
pillows, her eyes closed, white to the lips. 

Miss Brinkerhoff took two turns about the 
room, and in this interval she absorbed every 
detail of the place. 

"You moved to New York from the coun- 
try, didn't you?'' Miss Brinkerhoff asked pres- 
ently. 

Rosalie made a slight sign of assent. 

"But you didn't come alone?" 

"My mother and sister came, too," replied 
Rosalie faintly. 

"Where are they now?" 

"My mother died three years ago." 
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"And your sister?" gently but with insis- 
tence. 

Kosalie turned her head away, opening her 
eyes and staring at the wall. 

"Ah!" thought Miss Brinkerhoff. "We 
come now to the sore spot 1" 

She went over and stood beside the couch. 

"My dear, it is my work to help soldiers*, 
wives and mothers and sweethearts who need 
help. It is my honor to guard every word 
they tell me. 

"But I am going to tell you one thing I 
know so that you will help me. Your husband 
is not making a good recovery over there in 
the hospital for one reason; something is 
troubling his mind. It gives hun no rest night 
or day. 

"Until that imhappiness is lifted from his 
soul he wiU not begin to gain strength. 

"Now, what is the matter with him? Unless 
you confide in me, how can I find out? How 
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can I send him that cablegram that will give 
him peace ? 

"Don't you see, perhaps it is his recovery 
,that is in your hands? Will you help me?" 

Rosalie struggled to a sitting position. Her 
eyes were wide open now, yearning and fear in 
them. 

''Read his letter T* she whispered. 

Miss Brinkerhoflf took out of the envelope 
a half sheet of note paper. She read it through 
twice. 

Then she laid it down gently as if its very 
violence of unhappiness made it a live thing, 

"You poor children 1" she said softly. "Some 
one has certainly meddled wickedly." 

Rosalie lifted her dazed eyes wearily, 

"No; I imderstand what has happened. 
Somewhere, somehow he has found out what 
I should have told him myself, and he can't 
bear it! 

"He is very proud of his family name. • . . 
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I might have known he couldn't forgive me 
for not telling him about my sister. . • ." 

She had whispered this last to herself, but 
Rebecca's keen ears pricked up. 

*T)oes your sister know about your mar- 
riage?" 

"Nol" 

"Didn't you care to tell her?" 

"I did not mean to tell any one until Grcr- 
ald's mother " 

So pitiful an expression came into her face 
that Rebecca Brinkerhoflf comprehended some- 
thing of what the girl had gone through during 
these weeks when she was waiting for her hus- 
band's people to put out their hands to her. 

"And then, too, my sister and I lead diflfer- 
ent lives ; we see each other so seldom " 

Rebecca read more in her little pauses than 
in her words. She was wise enough to see 
that here was a girl whose reticences must be 
tactfully dealt with. 

But something within her also told her that 
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she must know Rosalie's sister. After a bit 
of quick thinking she decided that at least a 
partial frankness was her best card. 

"My dear, your husband received a letter 
just before he was advanced, a letter which was 
very evidently a blow to him, according to the 
man who saw him at the time. Now, what I 
am trying to find out is what was in that let- 
ter." 

Rosalie made a little tragic gesture. 

"I have told you. Some one has told him 
that I am the sister of Leontine Maddern." 

The name meant nothing to Miss Brinker- 
hoflf, who was not particularly interested in 
Broadway, but she knew from Rosalie's tone 
that to be the sister of Leontine Maddem was 
nothing to be proud of. 

Her common sense, however, told her that a 
young husband of a girl as beautiful and at- 
tractive as the one before her eyes does not 
try to get himself killed because of any sort of 
relative-in-law. 
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Her agile mind began to shuttle back and 
forth between Eleanor Cromwell with her cold 
eyes and her aristocratic nose and the shadowy 
sister whom Rosalie Byrnes Cromwell ap- 
peared to shrink from. 

And the more she thought the more in- 
trigued she became by the personahty of this 
unknown sister. 

At last she explained that it was a rule of 
the service to interview the nearest relative of 
the person visited. 

"Stupid rule sometimes," she smiled, "but 
necessary. No, no; of coiwse I shall not tell 
her anything about yourself that you don't 
care to have her know. In fact, I want you 
to come with me. Suppose, while we're in the 
mood, we go at once ?" 

Rosalie looked taken aback, but at last she 
consented, although she plainly did not imder- 
stand why her caller should want to meet 
Leontine. For her there was no mystery in 
the case; her mind was fixed and settled in 
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her unhappy belief that her husband of an hour 
despised her for her deceit. 

In a furnished apartment house a few doors 
oflF Broadway and a block from Columbus 
Circle, Rosalie led the way to the elevator. A 
boy with too-wise eyes and a grimy, dark red 
uniform informed them that Miss Maddern 
wasn't in, but her maid was. They could go 
up if they wanted to. Did they know where 
Miss Maddern had gone? 

"Gone?" echoed Kosalie. "What do you 
mean?" 

"Oh, she ain't been round here since Mon- 
day" — it was then Friday — "an' her maid, she 
says she's goin' to leave if she don't come back 



soon." 



The door was opened to them a suspicious 
inch or two by a colored girl in a soiled but 
coquettish white cap and apron. 

"My heavenly day I" she exclaimed as Rosa- 
lie started to speak. "I thought you was Miss 
Leontine." 
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"Where has my sister gone, do you know?'* 

"That's jus' what I wish't I did knowl" 

The girl now opened the door wider and 
they went in to the sitting room of the apart- 
ment. 

They stood there amidst the sordid vulgar- 
ity of cheap chintz, gilt chairs with spindle legs, 
a dusty piano strewn with sheets of music, ash- 
trays overflowing, a huge vase of dead and 
dusty chry santhemimis ; flowered-paper walls 
covered with French water-colors in bright gilt 
frames, and a mantel littered with signed pho- 
tographs. 

The air of the room was heavy with some 
cloying scent; it was unutterably desolate in 
its flimsy attempts at a sophisticated elegance. 

"If she don't come back to-day, I won't stay 
any longer," the maid said defiantly. "I 
wouldn't uv stayed till now, only she owes me 
three weeks' wages." 

"Suppose you tell us what happened the last 
day Miss Maddern was here?" Rebecca Brink- 
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erhoflf stemmed the tide of her grievances. 
"Did she tell you she was going away?" 

"Oh, law, no I Monday about noon she 
talked with some one on the telephone. I 
heard the last part of it because I was bringin' 
in her breakfast. She was half cryin' and half 
mad-like. I heard her kind of moan, and then 
she said : 

" 'No, I can't 1 I'm finished. I can't come 
across again!' 

"And then she just walked the floor and 
begun to cry and laugh at the same time. She 
had them hy-sterics something dreadful for 
half an hour. Honest, miss, I earned my 
money " 

"Yes, yes, but tell us about Monday. Miss 
Maddern had hysterics; then what?" 

The maid recounted with gusto what she 
had done to quiet the girl, and how her mistress 
had at last told her to go home for the rest of 
the day. She said she had to be quiet and 
think. 
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The maid had gone, and the next morning 
when she came as usual the elevator boy bad 
told her that Miss Maddern had gone out late 
Monday afternoon and had not come back. 
She had walked slowly and as if she were unde- 
cided what she wanted to do, and the boy said 
she stood for several moments in the dooorway. 

Then a girl came along with whom she ap- 
peared to be well acquainted. They greeted 
each other and went oflF together. 

That was the last seen of her. She had no 
hand-luggage with her and was dressed as 
usual for the street. 

The bedroom, with its foolish bird's-eye- 
maple furniture and rose-colored draperies, 
looked as if its owner had left it with no idea 
of not returning at night. 

They went back to the sitting-room, and 
Miss BrinkerhoflF, examining the photographs 
on the mantel, suddenly exclaimed: 

"Ah, here is a picture of yourself. Miss 
Byrnes I" 
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Rosalie glanced back from the kitchen door, 
where she had gone to ask Molly a question. 

"That? Oh, no! That is an old picture of 
my sister." 

It was not until this moment that Rebecca 
BrinkerhoflF really felt herself becoming seized 
by this "case." From the instant she stood 
with that photograph in her hand, so remark- 
ably, uncannily like the girl she knew as Rosa- 
lie Byrnes, she began to feel a theory coming 
vaguely out of the fog, as a negative develops 
in the photographer's bath, bit by bit, at first 
slowly and then more rapidly. 

But what hastened this development was the 
finding of a torn envelope xmder the blotter of 
the desk that stood in a corner of the room. 

She had asked Rosalie to go through the 
papers that littered the desk in search of a 
clue, but in reality to give herself time to think, 
and Rosalie had found nothing that seemed of 
importance. 

But it was not until Rosalie's sleeve caught 
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in the corner of the blotter and moved it a few 
inches to one side that they found anything of 
interest to Rebecca. 

It was an envelope, addressed but un- 
stamped. It had been torn into four pieces 
and then thrust under the blotter as if the 
writer had not cared to throw it into the waste- 
basket. 

"Ks Leontine's writing," said RosaKe. 

And Rebecca read: "Mr. Hugo Stone, 7750 
Equitable Building, City." 

The instant she had read it, that name be- 
gan to race through Miss Brinkerhoff 's trained 
mind seeking its proper pigeonhole. And sud- 
denly it found it, and — click ! — ^Rebecca seemed 
to hear Gerald Cromwell's mother saying: 

" my daughter's fiance, Mr. Hugo 

Stone " 



Rosalie lifted puzzled eyes to Miss Brinker- 
hoflf. 

"He is no one I know," she sighed. 
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"You are quite sure you never heard his 
name?" 

Rosalie shook her head. 

"I don't recall it, if I have ever heard it. 
Perhaps Molly knows who he is?*' 

But Molly declared she had never heard the 
name before. 

"I think," Rebecca said aloud, "there is 
nothing more we can do here. And I have a 
call to make." 

She took Rosalie's hand and looked into her 
unhappy eyes. 

"My dear, what if some one has mistaken 
your sister for you, and has written things that 
are not true, to your husband? Don't you think 
this is possible?" 

Rosalie looked startled. 

"I have been taken for Tina before." 

"Exactly! Don't you think, in the circum- 
stance, you might send a cable to Lieutenant 
Cromwell asking him to reserve judgment 
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until he hears from you, telling him there is a 
mistake somewhere?" 

For a moment the most beautiful glow of 
hope transfigured Rosalie's face ; then it faded. 

*'But there isn't a mistake! My sister is my 
sister, and nothing can change that. And sup- 
posing that some one has mistaken her for me 
and written to Gerald things that are not true 
of me " 

She stood thinking intensely. Miss Brink- 
erhoflf saw her sensitive face lose its softness 
and grow stem. Her blue eyes became like 
the eyes of an aflfronted goddess ; her straight- 
lined little nostrils distended. 

"Miss Brinkerhoff, whatever was written to 
him he believed. He believed! Without giv- 
ing me a chance to be heard he sent me that 
cruel letter. That is what is breaking my 
heart." 

"But, my dear! We don't know what was 
written to him !" 

Rosalie shook her head dumbly. The tear* 
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welled in her eyes. With a choking sob she 
threw herself into a chair and buried her quiv- 
ering face in her arms. 

"He didn't love me enough to have faith, I 
can't — I can't write to him." 

Miss BrinkerhoflF knew there was no use 
trying to bend the tragic obstinacy of youth. 
And besides, she was impatient to be oflF on a 
new trail. 

She touched Rosalie's head with her friendly 
hand, assured her that she would telephone 
her as soon as she had further news of Gerald, 
and then she hastened away. 

When, an hour later, she came out of the 
Equitable Building she had the first of these 
questions answered for her. Mr. Hugo Stone 
had been, as she knew he would be the instant 
she saw him, too much for her. 

He had admitted Gerald's marriage when 
he saw that she had the facts, admitted it oflF- 
handedly, as if it did not concern him greatly, 
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and admitted also that he knew Gerald's wife 
slightly. 

"Can you give me Mrs. Gerald CromwelFs 
address?" Rebecca asked. 

"I can, but really I don't see how it concerns 
you," he replied coldly. 

But then, as if afraid he was stressing his 
unwaiingness too much, he added: 

"I believe it is somewhere in the West 
Forties." 

Rebecca made as if to search her note-book. 
Then she read oflF Rosalie's address. 

"That is the mmaber, isn't it?" 

With a faintly startled expression in his 
pale, prominent eyes, he said, "Yes !" and rose 
to terminate the interview. 

Rebecca felt distinctly puzzled. She did not 
for an instant question Rosalie's statement that 
she had never heard of Hugo Stone, but on 
the other hand here was the man admitting that 
he knew her and giving her correct address. 

She walked for a dozen blocks so deep in 
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thought that she did not know whether she was 
going up or down town. Then suddenly she 
plunged into a drug store and made for a tele- 
phone booth. 

The person she finally got on the wire was 
Miss Mary Waterman. What she said was : 

"I say. Miss Waterman, dare you brace 
right up to a commanding officer and tell him 
what he ought to do?" 

Miss Waterman could be heard to laugh 
softly, 

"IVe done it in my time I" 

"Well, then, I wish you would send a cable 
to-night to Lieutenant Cromwell's command- 
ing officer recommending that he be invalided 
home at once." 

"My word! On what grounds?" 

"Domestic necessity. Miss Waterman, that 
boy ought to come home." 

"But what you ask is outside my province ; 
it isn't done, you knowl" 

Rebecca BrinkerhoflF snorted inelegantly. 
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"Look here. Miss Mary Waterman, let's 
you and I forget just for this evening that 
we're officials. Let's take a chance and be 
human." 



THE CRIME 



CHAPTER VI 



THE CRIME 



r[E sudden twilight of an early Decem- 
ber day was drawing down when Rosa- 
lie Byrnes came out of the studio en- 
trance to Carnegie Hall and tinned west. She 
walked languidly like a person who has been 
ill or whose mind is heavy and preoccupied. 

With her music-case on her arm she stood 
on the curb drearily trying to decide whether 
she would cross over to her sister's apartment 
and make her usual inquiry there. Nearly 
every day for three weeks she had done this, 
and the answer was always the same: Miss 
Maddem hadn't "showed up" yet. 

"I ought to see the police," she thought. 
But every instinct in her shrank from this 
course. It meant the horrible publicity she 
so hated, for one thing; but her hesitation was 
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really due to the strange premonition she had 
that Leontine would return, and that only then 
would she be released from the lethargy of de- 
spair that had settled upon her since the day 
she and Rebecca Brinkerhoff had gone to her 
sister's apartment. 

It seemed to Rosalie that she was merely 
marking time, waiting for some veiled, dreaded 
event to take place. 

In the meantime she had made some effort 
to trace her sister. The excursions into her 
sister's world had added to the unhappiness 
that weighed her down. 

To-night as she walked slowly home from 
her rehearsal she was considering one last 
possible source of information — ^Vasco Lemar. 
She had thought of him before, but the idea of 
voluntarily bringing herself into touch with 
him was so distasteful to her that she had hes- 
itated until now. She was queerly afraid of 
him'. 

But to-night as she walked past a Broadway 
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hotel she was thinking of this man who for long 
had been so infatuated with her sister. And 
suddenly she went in, looked up Lemar's club 
in the book, and gave the number to the opera- 
tor. 

It was with a sensation of tremendous relief 
that she heard a voice saying that Mr. Lemar 
was out of town; it was not known when he 
would be back. 

Wearily she came out of the hotel into the 
lights and the jostling crowds of Broadway. 
Suddenly she knew that she wanted to be at 
home; something pulled her home, and she 
faced about abruptly. 

The instant she opened the door of the house 
her eyes went to her mail-box hungrily, 
eagerly* Nothing 1 

She climbed the long, dark stairs slowly. 
During the past weeks she had formed the 
habit of looking first, as she opened her door, 
at the floor. 

If a telegram or cable should come for her, 
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it would be pushed under her door; and she 
never returned these days without a quickening 
of her breath as she opened that door. 

But, as usual, there was nothing. 

She went into her bedroom, took off her 
furs, her hat and coat, still very slowly. She 
was putting off the moment when she should 
have to go into her little kitchen to prepare 
the food she had no appetite for. 

Then she came back to the piano. Drop- 
ping on to the bench, she began to play softly 
through one of the songs she had been re- 
hearsing that afternoon. 

It was while she sat there that she became 
aware of a sound that sent a chill to her heart. 
She raised her head to listen. 

Some one was trying the door of her sitting- 
room, some one who had come up the stairs 
noiselessly. She saw the knob turn and she 
heard the sMght scrape of a hand over the out- 
side of the door. She felt her scalp creep just 
behind her ears. 
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Then there came a Kght, hurried tapping at 
the door; it creaked as if under the weight 
of a shoulder pressed against it. Rosalie took 
a step nearer, 

"Who is it?" she called in a voice sharp with 
fear. 

"Let me in I" a whisper came back to her. 
"Let me in, quick I It's Tina — ^let me inl" 

"Ah, now it has come!" something within 
Rosalie whispered. 

She flung the door open. The figure that 
staggered into the room was almost strange to 
her, so great was the change in manner, dress 
and bearing. 

It was her sister, but not the sister she had 
always known. This girl was white to the lips ; 
no rouge, no powder. 

Her hair was disheveled imder the smart hat 
with its bird of paradise. Her dark blue street 
suit was wrinkled, a smear of dust across the 
knees. 
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She wore no furs nor gloves, and her lips 
were blue as if she were half frozen. 

But what was most remarkable in her ap- ^ 

pearance was her eyes. They were wild with 
an abjeet, panic terror. 

As she stepped into the room they fled about 
it, from comer to comer, like the eyes of a 
creature fearing a trap. 

"Are you alone?" she whispered raspingly. 

Rosalie could only nod. Automatically she 
shot the bolt on the door. 

Leontine walked to the marble-topped table, 
caught at it as she swayed there, reeled away 
from it toward the sofa across the room, walk- 
ing with a hand out in front of her as if she 
could not see well. 

Indeed, the pupils of her eyes had scarcely 
contracted as she came into the lamplight. 
They stared wildly in front of her as she 
dropped on to the sofa. 

Suddenly she bent forward with a spasm of 
her facial muscles that was like a ghastly grin. 
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Then, rocking herself backward and forward, 
she began to laugh, a frightful nervous giggle, 
and in between her laughter she uttered four 
choking words: 

"I've killed Vasco Lemar." 

Through the quiet of the room with its 
shabby, old-fashioned furniture, that looked as 
if it had known nothing but a peaceful monot- 
ony, with its music-strewn piano, its mellow 
light from the shaded lamp, the words seemed 
to start vibrations of violence and horror. 

It seemed to Rosalie that that one short 
phrase: "I have killed Vasco Lemar!" was 
an icy hand that seized her heart and stilled its 
beating. She made no outcry, she merely stood 
still in the middle of the floor staring at her 
sister. But her face looked as if every drop 
of blood had left it; her eyes were wide blue 
wells of horror. For fully a moment she did 
not hear the incoherent words that were tum- 
bling out of Leontine's drawn mouth, for she 
was thinking that life, as she had always known 
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it, was ended for her — something new, full of 
shadowy terrors was beginning. Then, with a 
wrench that was like physical pain, she forced 
herself to see the wretched girl on the sofa, to 
listen to what she was saying. 

The story of her absence of the last three 
weeks, and of her calamitous adventure of that 
evening, did not come out in orderly sequence, 
but in bits, in gasped sentences, the latest hap- 
penings first, and then the explanations stam- 
mered out between fits of the most terrible 
shivering, as if the girFs very soul were cold 

Rosalie finally was able to piece together 
the story of her sister's wanderings, from the 
afternoon she left her apartment with a mind 
half crazed by the news of the loss of all she 
had on the stock-market up to six o'clock that 
evening, when she had returned to New York 
and in the Pennsylvania station had met Vasco 
Lemar. He was on his way, he told her, to 
his country place on Long Island, and he had 
invited her to go down there with him, telling 
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her he was giving a dinner to a number of per- 
sons whom he named — friends of hers. When 
she protested that she was not dressed for 
dining out, he assured her the whole aflfair was 
impromptu and informal. The others were 
motoring out, but his own car being in the 
repair-shop, he was going out by train. 

"I might have known he was lying!" Leon- 
tine cried, "and maybe I did — ^but I didn't 
care. I'd had a horrible time for three weeks 
— there were two days when Lil and I didn't 
have enough to eat " 

**Who is Lil?" Rosalie asked. 

"Girl I met the afternoon I left. Knew 
her that year I was in vaudeville. She wanted 
me to work up a sister act. She'd been at me 
for weeks, and the day I met her I was feeling 
so down and out I agreed to go with her to 
Philadelphia to see the fellow she knew down 
there who was writing the sketch. I didn't 
care what became of me. I hoped every one 
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would think I was dead. I thought of starting 
in all over again/' 

A choking sob and a fit of shivering, and 
then a long silence while she sat with her hands j 

hanging down between her knees, her eyes ' 

fixed in a long, glazed stare. Suddenly she ) 

covered her face with her hands, rocking her- 
self back and forth. 

"I didn't mean to do it. I don't know what 
happened. I don't remember hitting him — 
but the next thing there was the statuette in ^ 

my hand — ^bronze — ^heavy — ^it had blood on it, j 

and his face — ^his face!" | 

She threw out her arms and slid down to the 
floor where she groveled, writhing, digging 
her fingers into the carpet, a thing dehuman- 
ized from terror, her nerves torturing her, 
wholly without the least shred of control. 

Rosalie ran into the kitchen and poured 
something from a flask into a glass. Coming 
back she knelt, lifted the other girl firmly and 
held her head against her breast. The face of 
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Leontine no longer resembled her own; rav- 
aged and aged by emotion, even the pure, 
beautiful profile appeared blurred and coars- 
ened. As Rosalie forced her to drink, a pang 
of pity melted the icy horror in her heart ; the 
protective instinct awakened in her. 

"Tina, listen to me I" she cried, holding her 
sister quiet. "You must not let yourself go. 
I must know everything that happened out 
there to-night, or I can't help you. You went 
out to his place with Vasco Lemar — then what 
happened! Who else was there?" 

Somewhat steadied by the drink Rosalie 
had given her, Leontine leaned back against 
the sofa and looked at her sister with her hag- 
gard gaze. "There wasn't any one there! He 
had lied, of course." 

"But the servants — ^there must have been 
some, somewhere?" 

"I teU you, the house was empty. I no- 
ticed as we came up to it that the place was 
dark, but Lemar said he was using only the 
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rear wing. We went in, we were talking, and 
Lemar was telling me a funny story, and we 
crossed the big hall in the dark. We went up 
the stairs to the library, and this room was 
lighted. I know, now, that he must have 
switched on the lights from the hall below. I 
didn't begin to suspect that he'd lied to me 
until I'd taken oflF my furs, and then he came 
up to me " 

She began to shiver. Rosalie could feel her 
shaking as if the repulsion of that moment 
Tvas returning to her. 

"The beast I" Leontine cried, clenching her 
hands. "I wasn't afraid of him, I didn't even 
begin to see red until he showed me the dope 
he took and tried to make me take some too. 
Then I began to get afraid — ^his eyes were 
horrible. I tried to get out the door, but he 
got there first. I screamed, and then I knew 
the house was empty. After that I don't 
remember — ^there was a little statue on the 
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mantel. I grabbed it, and when he came at 
me that time I hit him with it." 

She shut her eyes and shuddered. Then she 
began to cry and laugh at the same time. Ro- 
salie saw that she was losing control of herself 
again. Taking her by the shoulders she shook 
her sharply. 

"Tina I Look at me I There's something 
youVe got to tell me. Who saw you go into 
that house with Lemar?" 

"No one, IVe told you — ^no oneT' 

"But how did you get from the station to 
the house?" 

"We walked. There weren't any taxis. Le- 
mar wanted to walk — ^it wasn't far ^" 

"Yes, yes I And who saw you come out?" 

"No one saw me. I kept in the shadow of 
the trees, and then walked along the road be- 
side the hedge until I came to the station." 

Rosalie's mind was working quickly, des- 
perately, instinctively reaching out for ave- 
nues of escape. "Then, if no one saw you go 
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or come out of the house — if there were no 
servants on the place — isn't there a possibility 
you'll not be connected with the V^ 

She could not say the word, and a shudder 
ran through her. But she controlled herself 
and caught her sister's hand. 

"Leontine, think I If no one knew you went 
out there with him, if no one saw you, there's 
a chance " 

The other girl suddenly threw back her head 
and laughed wildly, until the old-fashioned 
rooms were full of the clamor of it. 

*'Chance I There isn't a chance in the world, 
I tell you I I left my bag — and there's a letter 
in it addressed to me!" 

The room whirled around Rosalie. Rising 
from her knees, she tottered to the window, 
opened it and let the cold night air blow across 
her face. It blew away the terrible sick dizzi- 
ness that had threatened to overcome her, and 
spurred her brain. She turned toward Leon- 
tine, who now sat with her head buried in 
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the sofa cushions, her whole body trembling. 

"Tinal If you've left your bag there you'll 
have to go back for it, quick, before it is dis- 
covered! You'll have to " 

But she did not finish the sentence, for her 
sister lifted to her a face so distorted with fear, 
so ghastly in its wild protest, that she knew 
without a word being spoken that for her to do 
such a thing was utterly impossible. Her wild 
eyes would give herself away to the first po- 
liceman she met I Indeed, Rosalie doubted 
whether Leontine was equal to the mere phys- 
ical exertion of the undertaking. She was bor- 
dering on a complete nervous collapse, that 
was evident even to inexperienced eyes. Ro- 
salie trembled to think of what might happen 
if Leontine were sent into the street in this 
condition. 

Afterward — she never could remember just 
when — ^the idea came to her to go herself. 
There was a lapse of time, during which she 
must have walked about the rooms in a strange 
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state of semi-consciousness; hearing her sister 
raving, sobbing, begging her to save her; and 
even as she heard, listening to that other voice, 
which was the clear voice of her own conscious- 
ness, pointing out to her pitilessly the conse- 
quences of her sister's act. Disgrace, ruin for 
both of them; for herself endless remorse be- 
cause she had not been strong enough to guard 
her sister from her own nature. Notoriety of 
the most repulsive variety. And then, to come 
later, the anguish of soul over the moral as- 
pects of the deed. 

She saw all these consequences attaching 
themselves to her and to her sister, dragging 
after them a train of other consequences, 
minor, but none the less terrible. She saw first 
the results of her sister's act in relation to her- 
self and her sister; but almost immediately 
on the heels of this vision there came a realiza- 
tion of how this act was to aflfect the man 
around whom all her life, her thoughts, and 
her dreams had been centered during the last 
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three months. And this realization was the 
most poignant of all. 

In her pacing of the rooms, she saw, each 
time she turned, the photograph of Gerald. It 
seemed to look at her gravely and question- 
ingly. All the anguish he had caused her by 
his letter of three weeks before was forgotten ; 
she was aware only of her love for him; and 
this love it was, finally, that told her she could 
not bear it to have him suflFer for an act of her 
sister's. 

Crossing the room to her sister, she made the 
girl sit quietly and listen to what she had to 
say. She told her that she was going to the 
Lemar house to recover the bag and furs, and 
Leontine must tell her quickly and clearly 
exactly the location of the library and where 
she had left the incriminating objects of evi- 
dence. 

"You can't do thatl" Leontine gasped. "Go 
into that room where he — ^he " 

"I can," said Rosalie in a strange, quiet 
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voice. **Try now, to tell me exactly which way 
you turned when you reached the top of the 
stain. You are certain there are no servants 
in the house? And when you left the station 
which direction did you go?" 

Ten minutes later she came out of her apart- 
ment and walked out into the bleak and windy 
darkness^ drawing her furs high about a face 
that was as set and white as if carved from 
marble. 

But before she left the apartment she had 
taken from its silver frame the photograph of 
her husband. She had torn it twice across and 
laid it in the small, old-fashioned fireplace. 
Then from a drawer in her desk she had taken 
three letters. These, likewise, she placed in the 
fireplace. Then she lighted a match, put it to 
one comer of a letter, and watched with a stern, 
white face as a tiny flame licked in and out 
among them. Whatever was in store for her, 
nothing would ever be found that could drag 
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her beloved into the terrible meshes of what 
she was now facing. 

In a hotel on Broadway she procured a time- 
table and found to her dismay that she had 
just missed a train. The next one to her des- 
tination did not leave for an hour. She sat 
for a few minutes in the crowded corridor, not 
thinking, but feeling to the full the black 
weight of this thing that had descended upon 
her. Then, rousing herself, she went out, and 
began walking slowly downtown toward the 
station. There seemed to be but one thought 
in the universe. In that house what would 
she find? Could it be possible that the house 
was empty; that there were no servants! There 
must be at least a watchman or caretaker ; and 
if so, where had he been during the half hour 
Leontine and Lemar were in that upper room? 
And — where was he now? 



ROSALIE TO THE RESCUE 



CHAPTER VII 

EOSALIE TO THE KESCUE 

SHE bought a ticket to a Long Island sta- 
tion. Shrinking back into the comer of 
a seat in the ahnost empty coach she 
watched the dark landscape flying past, and, 
reflected in the window, as in a shadowy mir- 
ror, her own face, pale against her furs, with 
eyes that were enormous and set in their gaze. 
When the conductor took up her ticket she 
averted her head and quivered inwardly. If ^ she 
escaped unobserved from that horrible house 
she was bound for, would this man be one of 
those strands in the net that would eventually 
enmesh her ? She should have bought a ticket 
to the next station, but it was too late now — 
perhaps it was imagination that told her he 
took a long time over her ticket, peering at her 
under his thick brows as he tucked the receipt 
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into the bax;k of the seat ahead. If only there 
had been more people taking that train I But 
it was the dull hour between theater trains. 
And when at last her station was reached she 
was one of only four passengers who alighted. 

There were a taxicab and a limousine wait- 
ing at the edge of the platform. The driver of 
the cab called "Taxi, miss?'* as she approached, 
but she hastened past him, turning away her 
face. 

She went through the village, avoiding the 
main street by turning to the left as soon as 
she had left the station, as Leontine had told 
her to do. She was aware of lighted windows 
among trees, of hedges, of white gate-posts, 
of bars of light across the gravel walks, once 
of a house in which some one was singing a 
familiar aria. Among these familiar objects 
and sounds she threaded her way like a shadow 
pursued, shrinking and startled. Indeed, she 
felt herself a ghost, set apart from the lighted 
interiors, from all homely, beloved things. She 
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knew in this half-mile walk all the sensations 
of the outcast and the hunted, for already her 
sister's deed seemed to her to be her own ; her 
dark shadow had merged with and become a 
part of herself; it had closed in upon her and 
she carried it upon her shoulders, heavy and 
fateful. 

As soon as she had left the village and had 
come out upon the main highroad, she was on 
somewhat familiar ground. For she had sung 
frequently at the country place that bounded 
the Lemar grounds on the east. She recalled 
the entrance gates of gray stone and wrought 
iron and the high, vine-covered walls that shut 
the grounds in from the road. She had often 
glimpsed, as she passed, the red brick of the 
house with its many rambling wings. It had 
been originally built by an old Dutch family; 
from them it had passed through many hands, 
each owner building on a wing or altering one 
until the place had come to resemble a great, 
forlorn caravansary, its original fine roof line 
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lost in outcroppings of cupolas, towers and 
verandas. In the neighboring house where 
she had sung she had heard stories of the ec- 
centricities of its latest owner. Vasco Lemar 
with his mysterious South American back- 
ground had at first filled the house with queerly 
assorted guests, but it had been rumored that 
during the last year the house had never once 
been opened. As Rosalie walked quickly along 
the road she tried to recall each comment she 
had heard about the house and the habits of 
its owner. She thought it was entirely pos- 
sible that Lemar had not lived in the house 
recently ; but it did not seem reasonable to her 
that a country place of several acres and a 
house of twenty rooms or more would not 
have at least one caretaker — ^the probabilities 
were there were several. Had Lemar coimted 
on the absence of these servants — ^no, he had 
met Leontine accidentally in the station — if 
Leontine had told the truth I — ^therefore, if 
there had been no one in the house to hear 
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Leontine when she screamed, it was undoubt- 
edly because the caretaker or servants had 
chanced to be out for the evening. 

If this was the case, where were they now? 
Had they returned and found their master 
Ijring, as Leontine had described, on the floor 
of the library upstairs? Would she see the 
house ablaze with lights when she finally 
reached the entrance gates? Would the alarm 
already have been sent out? She asked her- 
self these questions repeatedly as she drew 
nearer to the place. And when she came to 
the comer at which the high wall of the Lemar 
grounds began she was obliged to stop and 
draw back into the shadow to get her breath. 
Her heart was pounding so violently that she 
felt as if she should smother. At last, how- 
ever, she crept back to the road and went on. 

She had come within a few yards of the en- 
trance gates when the yellow light from an 
automobile danced across the roadside shrub- 
bery. It was coming somewhere beyond the 
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curve of the road. Panic-stricken, she looked 
about her. Across the road from the Lemar 
place there was a wood which cast a shadow 
almost to the entrance gates. It was not fenced 
or walled in, and Rosalie stepped across the 
shallow ditch at the side of the road into the 
deeper darkness under the leafless trees. 

Her feet rustled among the deeply piled 
dead leaves so loudly that she stood still in the 
shelter of a tree trunk. As she turned to face 
the road she heard the sound of a motorcycle 
mingling with the rapidly approaching purr 
of the motor car. The two passed each other 
just where she had left the road, the motor 
car coming from the east and the motorcycle 
the west. 

Rosalie's eyes followed the rider imtil he 
came to the curve of the road. Just beyond 
this curve was an arc light, and as she gazed its 
beam fell upon him. She saw with a tightening 
of all her nerves that he was in the uniform 
of a policeman. The road along which she 
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came had been straight for a quarter of a mile. 
Had he seen her plunge into the wood ? Lean- 
ing forward she strained her eyes after him; 
he disappeared, riding around the curve. But 
the arc light threw his shadow across the pave- 
ment, and Rosalie saw that he slowed up, then 
turned slowly and rode back to the curve, to 
a point from which he could scan the stretch 
of pavement over which he had Just passed. 

There was no doubt in her mind, now, that 
he was looking for her. He had seen her 
disappear, and he was puzzled. But in a sec- 
ond or two he moved on again, around the 
curve, and Rosalie saw his shadow for an in- 
stant before it, too, disappeared. 

In spite of the necessity of haste, she dared 
not leave the wood immediately. She looked 
behind her, measuring the chances of escape 
through it, if she were followed. The trees 
stretched away in the shadowy distance on 
either hand, dark against a light snow which 
had fallen earlier in the evening. This now 
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filled her with terror, for it made everything 
lighter, almost as if it were moonlight. She 
stood for what seemed a long time, shiver- 
ing with nervousness, watching the curve of 
the road for the return of the rider, and listen- 
ing to the stupendous silence of the country 
night. 

Then, presently, she said to herself that she 
must go on, every minute lost meant new 
dangers. But rather than trust the open road 
again, she now slipped along under the trees 
until she had reached a point opposite the high 
gray stone gate posts. The drive curved a few 
yards within the grounds so that she could not 
see the house, and there was nothing for it but 
to cross the road and enter the grounds. Draw- 
ing a deep breath, she stepped into the road. 
There was no one in sight ; she crept in at the 
small doorway beside the driveway. 

It was not until she had advanced several 
yards that she caught her first glimpse of the 
house. Then she saw that it was dark, at least 
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the main portion of it, which was all she could 
see from where she stood. The relief of this 
discovery was so great that she leaned against 
a tree, trembling. From this point on she 
made her way toward the house, walking from 
tree to tree, trying to keep in the shadows. 

And behind her, in the light snow that just 
powdered the still-green lalvn, her footsteps 
showed, small and distinct. 

Sheltered by a clump of shrubbery, she 
looked at the dark f a9ade of the house. The 
lower windows were boarded, and shades were 
drawn tightly over the upper ones. Leontine 
had told her that she had left the house by a 
small door at the side. Could she find this 
door, and what if it were locked? 

There was one terrifying stretch of bare 
graveled drive to accomplish before she 
rounded the end of the east wing and reached 
the small terrace on to which opened the door 
Leontine had mentioned. But this terrace 
when she finally gained it was in blessed 
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shadow from the long wing. Creeping along 
near to the wall of the house she came to a 
small porch, stepped into it, and then started 
back with a catch of her breath. For the door 
was a mere black splotch in the darkness of 
the porch — ^it was wide open! Leontine had 
fled through it and left it wide ajar. 

Listening, straining her eyes into the dark 
beyond the door, she stepped inside. At the 
end of what was evidently a narrow paneled 
hallway was a faint, gray light. With one 
hand feeling the wall, she crept toward this 
light, and thus came out from under an arch- 
way into a great room, extending up two 
stories. The faint light was from the snowy 
night and it came through an upper window 
at the side of the roojn. Standing in the 
shadow of the archway Rosalie looked about 
this room. Now that her eyes were more 
accustomed to the dark, she could make out a 
shadowy balcony extending across the side of 
the room at the height of the second story. A 
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wide staircase curved up to this balcony. 
These were the stairs Leontine and Lemar 
had ascended; and at the top of them, to the 
right, was the door of the room where Lemar — 

Her thoughts broke off at this point with a 
shudder. Her imagination went ahead of her 
up those curving stairs, through that door at 
the right, and told her what she should see 
when she had entered the library. Covering 
her face with her hands she leaned against the 
wall, sick with dread. 

"I must not think about it! I must go on!'* 
she said to herself. "For their sakes ... to 
save them ... I must go up there into that 



room . . ." 



At the top of the stairway she listened. The 
house was absolutely still. She began to be- 
lieve that Leontine was right — ^it was empty 
even of a caretaker. From this moment on 
she moved swiftly; her brain seemed to clear 
itself of its terror and confusion; some inner 
strength never suspected gave her a coolness 
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and a steadiness that made her feel light and 
strong. 

She opened the door Leontine had de- 
scribed — ^the second to the right at the top of 
the stairs — ^very softly. The room was in 
darkness, although it was not so dark as the 
great hall below, for the shade across the 
large window at the end of the room was not 
drawn and a certain amount of light came in 
from the outside. She could make out a large 
table in the center of the room, a high mantel 
evidently of some light-colored stone, a chair 
or two, a shaded lamp that was silhouetted 
against the gray oblong of the window. Then 
she stepped inside and drew the door to behind 
her. 

With her hands out before her she felt her 
way to the table. 

"There's a divan in front of that table," she 
thought, recalling Leontine's description, "it 
faces the fireplace . • . her bag and furs are 
on that divan . . • and on the floor at the 
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other end of the divan he is lying ... it is 
only a few steps more . • . when I reach the 
table I shall walk around it and then I shall 
see . . . him . . ." 

Her finger tips touched the table. She crept 
around it, feeling for the end of the divan. 
Yes, here it was. Her hands slid down to the 
cushioned seat, feeling along it for the furs 
and bag. And she was thinking that if they 
were at this end of the sofa she need not look 
. • . she need not see what was lying on the 
floor at the other end of the hearth rug. She 
began to pray, desperately, as her hands flut- 
tered over the cushions, that soon, soon they 
would touch the cool beads of the bag and the 
soft warmth of the furs • • • soon . • . she 
knew she could not stand this blind search long 
. . . she should have to look down at the 
hearth rug, and then her eyes would go to what 
lay at the other end of it . . . and then she 
should flee from the room as Leontine had 
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done ... if she did not find what she was 
looking for soon. 

The room was dark and absolutely still, and 
yet it seemed to her to be clamorous with a 
presence, a presence that watched her and read 
her inmost soul. 

'Oh, God!" she prayed, "help me to find 
theml" And then for the first time it came to 
her that perhaps Leontine was wrong ; the bag 
and furs might not have been dropped on this 
sofa; she might have to search the room. 

At this thought she moved farther along the 
hearth rug toward the other end of the sofa. 
Her right hand went out along the cushion. 
And then her skin crept, a frightful coldness 
seemed to sweep in prickling waves over the 
whole surface of her body. For her fingers 
had touched something cold, cold with an un- 
mistakable clammy chill, a hand that lay inert 
and bloodless upon the cushions of the divan. 

With a gasping sob she stood upright in the 
middle of the hearth rug, staring with strain- 
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ing eyes into the dark. She could make out a 
black huddle of somethmg that lay against 
the sofa arm, something large and quiet. 

How long she stood there she did not know ; 
but slowly her frozen brain began to stir, to 
account for this unseen terror. Leontine had 
declared that Lemar had fallen to the floor to 
the left of the fireplace ; she described how she 
had seen his head hit against the book shelves 
that lined the wall. He lay, she said, with 
his feet on the hearth rug and his head against 
the lowest shelf. Slowly, with an effort of will 
that seemed to wrench her very soul, Rosalie 
compelled her eyes to turn to that spot. 

The faint gray light from the unshaded 
window came in and fell upon the floor in front 
of the book shelves. It vaguely touched the 
fringe of the hearth rug, the strip of polished 
floor beyond it, the lowest row of books. And 
that was all. Where Lemar's body should 
have lain, where she had steeled herself to see 
it lying, there was nothing. 
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Then all at once her self-control gave way. 
Panic horror of the whispering darkness 
swept her. She threw herself toward the table 
and the lamp, her fingers fumbling desper- 
ately. That one instant was like an indescrib- 
ably dreadful nightmare in which she knew 
that light was all that could save her. But at 
last after interminable efi^ort her fingers found 
the chain that lighted the lamp. 

The light spread in a circle, over the table, 
the sofa, toward the fireplace and the book 
shelves. And it fell strongest upon a shape 
that lay huddled grotesquely over the arm of 
the sofa, as if it had fallen there limply. The 
head and shoulders and right arm drooped, 
face down over the arm of the divan, and the 
left arm lay palm up, twisted imder the body, 
on the dark blue cushions. It looked as if the 
man had fallen there from a position facing 
the sofa. 

Rosalie, from the opposite side of the table, 
stared with the expression of one hypnotized. 
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Her first sensation was one of a semi-nauseated 
repulsion, so unnatural, so disregardful of all 
the human proprieties, appeared this huddled 
mass whose face she could not see. Then a 
thought whipped her brain to activity: how 
had he got there? She had every reason to 
believe that Leontine had truthfully described 
the position of the body as she had last seen it. 
Could it be that he had risen to his feet and 
fallen where he now lay? If so, he must have 
done so after Leontine fled. Then she had not 
killed him, as she believed she had done ! She 
crept around the table to a point where she 
could peer at the man's face. But before she 
had been able to force herself to this ordeal, she 
saw something that sent a shiver over her. His 
body was lying across Leontine's black fox 
furs, which had evidently been thrown over the 
arm of the sofa. And probably there also, 
among the cushions crushed by the weight of 
him, was the bead embroidered bag she must 
recover. 
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A fit of shivering, violent and nauseating, 
swept over her. She closed her eyes and reeled 
back against the book shelves. It was in this 
moment, the worst she had known since that 
dreadful evening began, while she stood there 
with her eyes closed, that there came to her an 
experience she was never to forget as long as 
she lived. 

There had swept over her a wave of repug- 
nance, for what she had to do, so weakening 
that she entered that shadowy borderland 
where the body, half fainting, loosens its hold 
on the spirit, which seems to withdraw itself 
and stand watching. She knew she had to go 
to that huddled mass which had been Vasco 
Lemar and lift it off the furs and the bag. And 
while every atom of her body shrank from this 
contact, her spirit seemed to raise a whip over 
her flesh, driving her pitilessly on. With the 
expressionless eyes of a sleep-walker and her 
face absolutely blank and white, she moved 
slowly across the rug toward the motionless 
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body on the sofa, coming as she did so into the 
ring of light from the shaded lamp. And it 
was just as she entered this zone of light that 
she heard the voice. 

To her ears it sounded far away, but dis- 
tinct and clear. It was Gerald's voice — she 
knew it instantly — and it said: "Rosalie 1" 

It arrested her where she stood, like a ring- 
ing command. The thought that came to her 
instantly was: "He has come to help me — 
because he is deadT' 
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CHAPTER VIII 

IN THE LIBRARY 

SLOWLY, with a frightful effoft, she 
lifted her gaze from the body of Lemar 
to that shadowy space of the room from 
which the voice had come. So certain was she 
of what she was going to see that there was no 
shock in the vision she then had of a figure in 
uniform standing in the doorway. The face 
was only a pale blur and the figure melted into 
the gray background ; but she knew beyond the 
shadow of a doubt. This certainty drew from 
her a little cry that was poignant with sorrow 
and longing. 

"Ah, Gerald . . . my dear • . . my 
dear. . ." 

The figure in the doorway moved into the 
room. She watched it without fear, only with 
the thought that in a moment it would vanish 
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and that would be all, it would be the last, the 
end. She did not move nor lift a hand, but 
her great eyes followed the shadowy move- 
ment. And then, after all, it was an ordinary, 
everyday sound that shocked her out of the 
borderland between the real and the unreal. 
It was nothing less, or more, than the creak of 
a closing door. The shadowy figure had 
reached a hand out behind him and drawn to 
the doorl 

At this sound it seemed as if her spirit 
clicked back into her body. The exaltation of 
anguish gave place to terror. She thought 
she was going crazy, or her senses were play- 
ing tricks with her. Stepping backward she 
faced the dark reaches of the room beyond the 
lamplight, waiting, with her hands clutched 
together at her breast. And thus it was that 
she stood when the indistinct figure moved out 
of the farther shadows into the lighted space 
in front of the fireplace. The light winked 
from buttons and shoulder bars. She lifted her 
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eyes to his face. And then, with an inarticu- 
late sound she swayed, her arms went out be- 
seechingly. There followed an instant of time 
when the world was absolutely dark and she 
seemed sinking very quietly, without a strug- 
gle, into nothingness. 

The next thing she was aware of was a 
cool wind blowing her hair about her temples. 
Her hat was off, and her cheek was pressed 
close against something warm, rough and 
woolly. It was a contact so familiar, so com- 
forting that she was incredulous of it. She 
moved her head a trifle, scraping her cheek 
ever so tentatively against the cloth upon which 
it rested. At the same time she became aware 
of her right hand, the fingers of which had 
closed on and were holding desperately to an- 
other hand, a warm flesh-and-blood hand. And 
also there was a whispering going on from lipa 
that now and then touched her cheek, little, 
endearing words, words of entreaty, of reas- 
surance. Very slowly, for fear she might be 
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wrong, for fear the least movement would 
bring the whisper to a stop and cause the warm 
hand and the rough, warm feel of the cloth 
under her cheek to vanish, she lifted her chin 
and looked up. 

There was no doubt now : the incredible mir- 
acle had happened ; somehow, in some way she 
did not then feel the least curiosity about, Ger- 
ald had come to help her, to save her from 
what she had to do. A wonder, a happiness so 
intense it was pain, surged through her. There 
was nothing in the whole universe for her 
except the fact that her head was on Gerald's 
breast, his arms held her in their circle of 
protection, his lips were against hers. The 
words they whispered to each other were inco- 
herent, without sense and wholly futile to 
express what they felt. 

But this divine madness of joy could last 
only a few instants. Gerald lifted her to her 
feet and with his arm about her whispered : 

"We must get out of here, sweetheart. What 
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was it you were going to do as I came in?" 

The question recalled her to their situation. 
"How did you get here?" she whispered back. 
"Did you know I " 

"IVe seen your sister," he replied, a hint of 
grimness in his voice. "But I'll tell you about 
it when we're out of this place. Those things 
you came out here for — ^have you found 
them?" 

She winced as she led the way back to the 
hearth rug and averted her head as Gerald 
bent over the crumpled form on the divan. She 
stood with her back to them, trembling, now, 
from the reaction of her emotions. She could 
hear the light scraping of cloth on cloth as 
Gerald evidently turned on to its back the body 
of Lemar. There was a pause that seemed 
interminable. And then an exclamation from 
Gerald. 

She turned and looked at him. He was 
bending over Lemar, one hand at the limp 
wrist and the other unbuttoning the vest. 
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"Look here, this man isn't deadl" he cried 
in a low voice. "His heart is beating. He's 
lost a good deal of blood from the blow on the 
temple, and he evidently hit his head some- 
where when he fell, but there's a pulse, though 
it's very slow. Help me lay him down flat — 
take his feet — ^that's right — ^now, puU those 
furs out from under him — put a cushion under 
his head . . . right 1 Now, take the shade oflF 
that lamp." 

With the discovery that Lemar was not 
dead, the weight of a mountain was lifted from 
Rosalie's heart. She felt equal to anything, 
cool and strong. Her blood seemed moving 
through her veins for the first time since Leon- 
tine had staggered into her sitting-room that 
evening. She put aside all questions as to the 
marvel of Gerald's presence there; she only 
knew that he had lifted her unbearable burden 
off her shoulders ; she felt a sense of security, 
almost of peace, as she watched him making a 
hasty examination of the inert man before him. 
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In a moment he straightened hmiself, and 
RosaKe saw that his face had grown anxious. 

"We must have a stimulant of some kind," 
he exclaimed. "Look around the room. His 
pulse is very slow ... we can't have him dy- 
ing now . . ." 

Rosalie began to make a hurried search of 
the room. She found a carved mahogany cel- 
larette, and after a good deal of fumbUng, the 
spring that opened it. But it was empty of 
everything save a siphon of water and several 
glasses. She brought a glass of the water to 
Gerald and he poured some between Lemar's 
set jaws. The man looked so ghastly RosaKe 
had to force herself to stand there near him. 
The blood had dried and clotted on the right 
side of his face, closing naturally the cut on 
his temple. But he was a frightening gray 
white, with blue shadows under his pouchy 
eyes. Rosalie knew that Gerald was more 
concerned than he cared to show. He took a 
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turn about the room as if he was thmking hard. 
Rosalie's eyes followed him anxiously. 

Then, as if he had made up his mind, he 
came back to her. 

"We've got to get a doctor here for him," 
he said briefly. "Do you know whether the 
telephone is connected or not?" 

"Oh, but, Gerald 1 we should have to tell a 
doctor the whole story I And, then, if Lemar 
dies we . . . we . . ." 

Their eyes met. She saw that Grerald's face 
had grown haggard, but his eyes were steady. 

"I know — ^that's a chance we take. But 
there's nothing else to do. I don't believe Le- 
mar will live till morning without medical atr 
tention. He was in no condition to resist the 
shock and the loss of blood. And he's very 
low now. I'm sure a doctor could puU him 
through, but without one . . . and, then, 
there's a chance he may not be found quickly. 
Don't you see, he's got to have a doctor?" 

Rosalie looked from the dead-white face on 
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the sofa, a face in which each line of dissipa- 
tion and degradation showed repellently, to 
the face of the man she adored. He had grown 
thinner since she saw him last ; he had lost his 
boyishness, but she knew that she loved him 
a thousand times more than she had even in 
that hour when he said a good-by that for all 
she knew might be his last. She loved him for 
his quiet strength, for his tenderness and, now, 
for the determination that was in his eyes. But 
because she adored him, she felt a swift rebel- 
lion against doing what he proposed. She 
saw the consequences of the act in all their 
details, the disgrace, the scandal that would 
now involve Gerald as well as herself. And 
all for a man without whom the world would 
be better off I 

"Gerald— I can't, I can't I" she cried. "I 
can't let you do itl Gerald, I came here to 
save you from the disgrace — ^more to save you 
than my sister. I couldn't bear it, to think of 
your being dragged into this. I was willing 
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to do anything to help my sister, so that you 
would not suffer through us. And now you 
undo everything I have done, you risk discov- 
ery for yourself, when I would give my life to 
prevent it 1" 

He took her in his arms and laid a hand on 
her hair. There was a smile of such sweetness 
and tenderness in his eyes that the tears sprang 
to hers. "My darling little wife, don't I know 
why you came here? You're the bravest and 
the best in the world. And IVe got to make it 
up to you for what I did when I was crazy with 
jealousy and suspicion and grief. For your 
sister's sake, this man must live. And his only 
chance is a doctor. There's nothing else to con- 
sider beside that." 

"But why, oh, why, should you risk scandal 
and disgrace for such a man — even for my sis- 
ter? Gerald, if you'll only go, I'll telephone 
myself, and then I'll join you down the road, 
somewhere, just before the doctor can get 

here " 
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He shodi his head. She tightened her arms 
about him. 

"Gerald, for the sake of your mother, for 
the sake of your uniform " 

He sighed, but the determination in his eyes 
did not weaken. "I know I It's going to be 
bad all around, but I'm going to see it through. 
Now, listen, dear — as soon as I Ve got a doctor 
on the wire, you're to go out the way you came 
in, turn to the right when you reach the road 
and walk along it about half a mile. You'll 
come to a small inn that is just beyond a big 
clump of cedar trees. Go in there and wait 
for me. If I don't come in forty minutes " 

But at this her eyes began to blaze. Her 
mouth stiffened and her head went up. "No 1" 
she cried. "I don't intend to leave this house 
until you leave it. I know you're right about 
sending for a doctor, and if you can risk 
everything, I can at least stay with you I" 

"But, Rosalie, I don't want you to stay — I 
want you out of this thing completely!" 
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"Through me this horrible thing has hap- 
pened to you — do you think I'm going to leave 
you to face everything alone? Nto, I'm going 
to stay, and if worse comes to worst I'm going 
to tell exactly the truth ^^ 

"But your sister " 

Her blue eyes were like gems. "I shall 
never shield her at your expense, Gerald, and 
you needn't ask me to. You are my husband 
— ^nothing matters beside that " 

In his desperation he clutched her shoulders 
and gave her a little shake. "Rosalie, if I'm 
your husband, I have the right to be obeyed. 
I command you to promise me you'll do ex- 
actly as I say " 

"Nol" Their eyes met, in hers an invincible 
will, in his an admiring despair. She sprang 
at the telephone — all their conversation had 
been in low hurried tones, for each felt the; 
pressure of the passing minutes — and put her 
hand on the receiver. But Gerald, taking her 
firmly by the shoulders, pushed her one side. 
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"I'll do the telephoning, at least," he said 
grimly. "The next village is Riverdale, isn't 
it?" 

He had half lifted the receiver from its hook, 
when he glanced at the door and the window. 
"By George, those shades have been up all 
the time! Pull them down, and then go out 
into the hall and listen. You think the house 
is unoccupied?" 

Nodding, she noiselessly slipped through the 
door that led to the landing. The library door 
opened on to the balcony that ran across the 
width of the great room below. By leaning 
over the tapestry-hung railing she could see 
the stairway curving up from the dimness be- 
low, and the archway beyond, through which 
she had entered. All was still and dark. She 
was about to return to the library when some- 
thing seemed to detain her. She hung over 
the rail staring down into the hall, straining 
her ears. For she knew that just as she had 
straightened up she had heard a sound. It 
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was muffled, as if it came from s<»ne remote 
part of the rambling old house, but there was 
no mistaking it — ^it was the sound of a closing 
door. 

She remained frozen in her listening atti- 
tude, her eyes fixed on the darkness below. 
And thus she saw the very first faint gleam of 
a light that fell in a long finger across the 
floor below, beyond the stairway. It grew 
brighter and moved a little over the polished 
floor, as if some one carrying a lantern were 
moving slowly nearer along a hallway that 
opened out of the main hall.^ It held her fas- 
cinated, motionless, until two sounds broke the 
spell of the new terror that bound her: the 
sound of a voice, and then a key unlocking a 
door near her, a door that was somewhere oflP 
to her left, down the corridor she had noticed 
as she came up the stairs, a shadowy corridor 
that led, she supposed, to the bedrooms, pos- 
sibly to a service stairway. 

But this new sound was so startling it left 
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her no inclination to investigate it. Some one 
was on the second floor and coming nearer. 
She sprang toward the library door and closed 
it behind her, turning the key in the lock. 

"Turn out the light, quick 1" she whispered. 
"They're coming 1" 



THE CHASE 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE CHASE 

THE light went out instantly. Grop- 
ing toward Gerald through the dark- 
ness she met him feeling his way 
toward her. He drew her toward the end of 
the room farthest from the door. 

^What did you hear?'' he whispered. 
'Voices from the corridor up here, and 
footsteps in the hall below. There's a light, 
too. Do you think it can be the servants?'^ 

^'Either they, or some one from outside who 
has seen the light through that window. Stand 
still where you are a minute." 

He moved across the room, and she saw him 
silently raise the window and lean out. He 
was still gazing down toward the ground when 
she heard a shuffling of feet outside the library 
door, and then the sound of the knob being 

185 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

turned quickly. She tiptoed across the room 
and seized Gerald's arm. 

"They're at the door, now," she whispered, 
"what shall we do, Gerald?" 

"This window is too far from the ground. 
That door the other side the fireplace — ^where 
does it lead?" 

Before she could answer that she did not 
know, he had caught her hand and was lead* 
ing her across the room. The door he men- 
tioned was half hidden by a dark drapery, but 
when he tried it it proved to be unlocked. He 
opened it cautiously and they saw that it led 
to a narrow corridor, evidently a private hall- 
way from the library to a suite of rooms indi- 
cated by two doors to their left. Half way 
down it, to the right, was a door that prob- 
ably opened into the main upper corridor. 
Indeed, even as they stood there, imdecided, 
a voice came from outside this door, and it 
said: 
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"Can we get into the library this way, 
Pete?" 

A second yoice at their backs, from outside 
the library door, called: "This door's locked — 
try that one there, oflB.<;er 1'* 

Instantly, with one long, lithe leap Gerald 
hurled himself in the direction of the corridor 
door. There was a heavy bolt on the inside 
which his fingers encountered as they felt for 
the knob. Evidently the person addressed as 
"oflScer" had acted almost as quickly, for just 
as Gerald k»adied the bolt, the knob turned 
and the doer began to open. There was just 
one factor that saved them, and that was the 
caution of the person opening the door. He 
was doing it so slowly that as Gerald instinc- 
tively threw his weight against it, it snapped 
back into place, and in that instant Gerald 
shot the bolt. 

Rosalie was at his side as he turned. He 
gave an almost inau(^ble chuckle. "Quick 
work, whatr* he whispered. "We've got 'em 
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locked out on both sides. Gret your hat and 
those other things while I see what is in these 
rooms/' 

Instantly obedient she groped her way 
about the library until she had found her hat» 
her sister's bag and the furs. It was plain 
that the attack had focused on the library door, 
for she could hear voices, evidently the voices 
of three men, one a gruflp voice of authority, 
the other two, she guessed, the voices of a 
watchman and a servant. 

"Sure the light was from this room?" she 
heard one voice ask. 

"You said it was the third window from the 
end,'' another answered. "That 'ud make it 
this room, the hbrary." 

"All right, then, we'll force this lock. Hold 
the lantern up here a minute." 

Panic-stricken, now, Rosalie made her way 
as fast as she could out of the room. Gerald 
met her in the inner corridor, and locked the 
library door behind her. 
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Beyond the first door to their left there was 
a large bedroom. Through two windows a 
gray Ught shone, dimly outlining a bed with 
an ornate canopy, a great deal of luxurious 
furniture, a great white fur rug in front of the 
fireplace. The whole room was full of a curi- 
ous, sickish sweet odor, the odor, Rosalie sur- 
mised, of some drug. A door at the iend of 
the room appeared to open into a dressing- 
room. 

"There's a bathroom beyond," Gerald ex- 
plained, "and the only way out of the whole 
place is through those two doors, the one out 
of the library where our friends are now ham- 
mering, and the other out of the little corridor 
there. We can't use either of them." 

Rosalie listened, with a perception that he 
was making this explanation for a purpose. 
Her heart was beating like a trip-hammer, but 
she felt no panic now that she was standing 
close to Gerald, listening to his calm voice. 
When he walked to the window she followed 
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him silently. He investigated this window as 
he had the one in the library, then throwing a 
leg over the sill he stepped out. Rosalie, 
leaning out beside him, gave a little gasp of 
fear. She had supposed there was a balcony, 
or at least the roof of a porch, but when she 
looked down she saw that Gerald was appar- 
ently standing on thin air. He was holding to 
something alongside the window frame. 
Slowly he was working his way along the side 
of the house. She was about to beg him to 
come back when he reappeared beside the win- 
dow. 

"There's a ledge running along to the wing," 
he whispered. "I believe we can make it, if 
you're willing to try it. It's narrow, but by 
holding onto the vine that covers the side of the 
house, it's safe enough. Give me the bag and 
furs. Now, step out — ^no, backward! I'll 
guide your foot. That's it — ^now, put your 
hand here — ^got the vine ? That's right ! Now, 
inch along until you get your other hand on 
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the vine. Careful I No, don't look down! IVe 
got hold of you — ^you can't falll" 

She obeyed his instructions silently, while 
in the pit of her stomach there began a queer 
sensation as if that part of her anatomy har- 
bored a whirlpool. In spite of the chill breeze 
that blew orer the park-like lawns a hot per- 
spiration broke out on her body. She would 
never have believed that human knees could 
take up as much room as hers did as she flat- 
tened herself out against the wall. The ledge 
was just wide enough to support her feet if 
she placed them sidewise on it. The vine, 
friendly at the beginning of the journey, had 
a way of failing her every few feet, leaving 
her left hand groping desperately for it. 

It was evidently a very old vine, for its main 
trunk was half the size of her arm, and from it 
tough, twisted runners reached on both sides. 
Some of them had been fastened with bits of 
leather to the bricks, but most of them clung 
tenaciously of tiieir own accord. Now and then 
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one of them gave way under her groping fin- 
gers» affording her a sickening instant. But 
emerald's grip on her arm never slackened. His 
voice was always in her ear just at the instant 
when it seemed to her she could not lift her 
foot to make the next move. 

Only a few steps more," he would whisper. 
You're doing splendidly! Now, stand per- 
fectly still — something's happened to this con- 
founded vine !" 

Something had indeed happened — ^the vine 
had suddenly ceased to be! There was a 
dreadful stretch of bare, smooth wall. She 
knew it before he told her, for she had stretched 
out her left arm and there was nothing there 
to take hold of. It was incredible that a tiling 
so friendly could be so treacherous. Pressed 
desperately close to the wall she could not re- 
press a sob. Would they now be obliged to 
retrace that interminable way they had come 
so painfully, back to that room where only a 
frail lock stood between them and discovery? 
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Gerald's voice was close to her ear. "Six 
steps to the side will do it, dearest. Flatten 
your arms out along the wall . . . don't think 
about trying to hold on to anything . . . move 
your foot along slowly . . /' 

"I can't!" she moaned softly. "If I let go 
of the vine I shall fall backward 1 Let me go 
back, Gerald — ^let me go back to the window. 
You go on " 

"Rosalie!" His voice was like steel. She 
knew that this was the way it must have 
sounded when he gave a command to his men. 
It thrilled through her, whipping her nerves, 
drawing her up to attention. 

"Stretch out your left hand till you touch my 
shoulder," he snapped. "Now — ^move! You 
can't fall — ^you — can't — ^f all — ^you're — doing — 
fine— you " 

And then suddenly he stopped, for his own 
left hand had touched the wall of the east wing. 
Now the most difficult moment of the whole 
feat had arrived, for he had to turn about on 
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the narrow ledge, which stopped at the wing, 
reach out and pull himself onto a narrow bal- 
cony that extended under four windoiv^s. Once 
he had done this, it was a matter merely of 
leaning over the railing to steady Rosalie as 
she, too, turned herself about. 

The instant she saw the balcony ccmfidence 
returned to her. The floor of the little bal- 
cony was on a level with her waist. It required 
a good deal of scrambling and tugging, but 
eventually she stood beside Gerald on the bal- 
cony, trembling a good deal, feeling all at once 
a deadly weakness. 

Holding to the balcony rail she looked back 
at the way they had come. In the window of 
the library a light flashed out. It fell in a 
golden oblong across the trees and the snow- 
powdered lawn. A man's head and shoulders 
appeared at the window, scanning the dark- 
ness. She shrank back against Gerald and 
they stood motionless, clutching each other, 
in the dark corner of the balcony. In a mo- 
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ment the man disappeared, but shadows 
showed in the oblong of light as on a pale 
golden screen. Evidently two or three per- 
sons were moving about in the library. 

It was immediately that they heard the 
sound of hammering blows. 

"They're breaking into the bedroom," Ger- 
ald said, under his breath. 

At their backs was a window. Gerald put 
up a swift hand and gave an exclamation of 
satisfaction : the window moved up at the first 
push. They stepped through it into a room 
that was full of the ghostly shapes of chairs 
and couches in gray linen coverings. Gerald 
closed the window behind them. This room, 
they discovered, opened onto a short side cor- 
ridor which ran the length of the wing. Re- 
connoitering cautiously Gerald came back and 
beckoned to her to follow him. 

At the end of the corridor was the black well 
of a service stairway. As they slipped toward 
this they could hear the sound of hammering 
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blows and voices, mufiSed by the wall of the in- 
ner corridor. Their pursuers would very 
shortly be in the bedroom, they would find the 
open window and come to the conclusion there 
had been a getaway by way of the ground. 
They would then at once surround the house 
and begin searching the grounds. 

These thoughts were in both minds as Ger- 
ald and Rosalie felt their way down the stairs 
into a narrow hall through this and then into a 
small storeroom out of which opened the stairs 
to the basement. At the top of these stairs 
Gerald paused, doing a quick bit of thinking. 

"They'll search this side of the grounds 
first," he said under his breath. "We want to 
get away from this wing — ^keep close behind 
me — ^walk as still as you can " 

He turned and boldly crossed the kitchen, 
an enormous, old-fashioned room, behind the 
huge range of which RosaUe imagined that 
some one would surely spring out at them. By 
.this time she felt as if there were quicksilver in- 
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stead of blood in her veins; her hearing had 
become painfully acute, every creak of the 
boards under her feet causing the skin to creep 
at the back of her neck. They went from one 
room to another — ^scullery, storerooms, but- 
ler's pantry, servants' dining-room — ^and be- 
fore the opening of each door there came that 
breath arresting instant when she wondered if 
this would be their last door before they came 
upon a room occupied by some one posted to 
watch for them. 

But with each step Gerald was working 
toward the west side of the house, and in the 
servants' dining-room they came to an outer 
door unlocked save by a bolt on the inside. 
Drawing aside the muslin curtain over the 
glass of this door, they could see a stretch of 
what had at one time been a large kitchen gar- 
den ; beyond this was a maze of stables, garage, 
a conservatory with much of its glass broken 
and an expanse of cold-frames glistening un- 
der a watery moonlight. The sky was clear- 
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ing; the kitchen garden appeared uncomfort- 
ably stark and unshadowed. It afforded no 
protection except through a double row of dead 
pea vines and a few straw enshrouded shrubs. 
But they had to cross it to gain the shelter of 
the stables. And after a listening moment 
Gerald unbolted the door. 

Rosalie now knew what it was to feel like 
a rabbit who has momentarily thrown the pack 
off the scent. Running fleetly, bending 
double between the pea vines, dodging from 
one stack to another, she followed the leader 
toward the longed for shadow of the stables. 
It was in reahty only a short dash, but it 
seemed a mile before they had rounded the cor- 
ner of the first building and paused for her to 
get her breath. 

The stable, or garage, was now between 
them and the house. Through a little wilder- 
ness of trees and shrubbery they could see the 
high brick wall that surrounded the estate. 
Following along in the shadow of the garage 
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jthey came to its west corner. Taking advan- 
tage of a mass of lilac bushes planted here, 
Gerald took a quick survey. Then he ges- 
tured to Rosalie to follow. He had seen that 
a driveway led from this side of the building 
off into the shrubbery. They did not dare to 
step out into it, but they were able to follow 
it without leaving the shelter of the tangle of 
shrubs and trees that outlined its course, and, 
stopping now and then to listen and watch, 
they came at last to an opening in the wall 
which was plainly the service gateway to the 
place. 

The night was intensely, to them alarmingly, 
still. Their footsteps as they stepped onto 
the gravel between the gate posts sounded like 
a shriek. The ordeal was to step out of the 
gate, to leave their shelter, and face they knew 
not what. But when they had done so they 
found themselves in a narrow road that ran 
between the high walls of the Lemar place 
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and the next estate, a deserted road, as far as 
they could see. 

This was plainly not the main road. But 
when they had walked along it a few yards 
Jthey could see the woods in which Rosalie had 
hidden. They stopped for a brief, whispered 
consultation. The result was that they de- 
cided to run the risk of being seen on the main 
highroad, to cross it and plunge into the woods, 
which offered more shelter than the crossroads. 
There was one anxious moment as they reached 
the corner where the lane met the main road. 
Peering out from behind the comer of the Le- 
mar wall they could see far down the road to 
where it broadened and curved toward the 
gates of the Lemar estate. There was no one, 
and at first they thought there was nothing in 
sight. But when Rosalie had gazed for a mo- 
ment she gave an exclamation under her 
breath. Propped against the wall near the 
gates was a motor-cycle. 

"Ahl'* she breathed, *lie did see meT' 
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She explained how she had first seen the mo- 
tor-cyclist as she waited in the woods for the 
automobile to pass. Gerald was inclined to 
think that it was the light from the library- 
window that had attracted the policeman's at- 
tention. 

"Then, when he got inside the gromids," 
Gerald surmised, "he saw your footprints in 
the snow. I saw them myself when I came 
in. After that, he probably himted up the 
watchman. Well, we'll try not to leave any 
more footprints behind us. Now! Duck for 
those woods, but cross the ditch by that patch 
of bare ground." 

As long as she lived, Rosalie never forgot 
the sensation of relief she felt as the friendly 
trees closed around them and the darkness of 
the woods covered them. Following closely 
behind Gerald she walked, holding her breath 
each time a twig snapped or dead leaves rus- 
tled under their feet. But in ten minutes they 
had left behind them every sight and sound 
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of the abhorred Lemar estate. There was ab- 
solute darkness about them except that very 
faint and far away sounded the whistle of a 
jtrain. The wood was not so dark as when she 
had first entered it earlier that evening, and 
the pale moonlight falling through the leafless 
branches showed a rough stone fence, evidently 
dividing two coimtry places. The ground be- 
^an to rise rather sharply ; the underbrush and 
dead branches under foot disappeared; they 
iwere approaching the other side of the wood 
and in a few moments would probably come 
out upon the edge of some one's home fields. 
Rosalie realized for the first time that this part 
pf Long Island is too densely settled to be com- 
fortable for fugitives. Her heart sank as she 
thought of slinking through some one's prem- 
ises, into a village where every eye turned in 
her direction would make her wince. Also she 
was suddenly aware that she was terribly tired. 
"JL sickening nmnbness was creeping over her ; 
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her head felt queer and light, the black trees 
danced about her. 

As if he felt how it was with her, Grerald 
turned and putting his ann under hers he half 
carried her up the slope. They reached level 
ground, the trees thinned, and abruptly they 
came out upon a paved road, on the other side 
of which was a low wall, a gateway and a pre- 
tentious lodge with an iron griffin over its door- 
way. 

"Hallelujahl I know where we are!" Grer- 
ald exclaimed. "That's the Garnett place — 
visited there once — ^half a mile more is Barring- 
ton Center. WeVe left Lemar's a mile away 
across the woods, two miles by road. At Bar- 
rington we'll get a taxi — ^by George, it's lucky 
I didn't tell my driver to wait." 

"Your driver?" 

"Yes, I came out here by motor. Picked 
up a wandering nighthawk at Times Square. 
But some hunch told me to dismiss him at the 
crossroads just before I got to the L»iar 

203 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

place. They can't trace me that way, at all 
events." 

They sat down on the stone fence while Ger- 
ald went over the advantages and disadvan- 
tages of their situation. They had success- 
fully evaded their pursuers, for the time being, 
of that he felt ccmfident. Of course, if the 
men who discovered Lemar's unconscious body 
should immediately telephone the police to 
watch the station nearest to the Lemar estate, 
they would be in danger of being arrested on 
suspicion. And yet — as far as they knew they 
had not left behind them a single clue ; the mo- 
tor cyclist had not actually seen Kosalie go 
into the place; and no one, as far as he knew, 
had seen Gerald enter or leave. Gerald gave 
a sigh of relief. 

"There are nine chances in our favor to one 
against us," he cried. "And I'll tell you what 
we're going to do: we're g6ing to forget the 
arm of the law is feeling for us, for after all 
we're as innocent as lambs, and as for your 
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sister, I believe that what she did was done in 
self defense. We're going to walk right out 
on the highroad, as bold as you please. We're 
a pair of lovers who are taking a stroll in the 
moonlight. IVe just got home from over- 
seas, and we've come out to Barrington to have 
supper and dance at the King's Inn, which is 
right around here somewhere " 

"Oh, Gerald 1 Dare we?" 

^TOare we? We don't dare do anything else I 
Why, you poor little scared thing, we're not 
guilty I Just get that out of your mind. 
From this minute we shake off all that, back 
there. Darling, we shake it off — ^for the rest 
of our lives* . . .'* 

"Gerald, how you must hate what I have 
dragged you into " 

"Don't ! We won't talk about it now, sweet- 
heart. You're dead tired, I know it by your 
voice. Wait until you've had a chance to rest. 
There are things I've got to say to you, too, but 
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they*D wait until we're out of here. Come, it 
isn't much farther now." 

They stood up. In the darkness of the 
wood, with the unf orgetable smell of leaves wet 
with snow-water in their nostrils, with the cool 
damp wind on their cheeks, they stood, very 
close, gazing at each other. And all the 
doubts, the agonies, suddenly evaporated be- 
fore the one great fact of their physical near- 
ness. With a gesture as old as time, his arms 
went out to gather her in, and hers went up 
about his neck. Desperately, as if to make up 
for what each had suffered, as if incredulous 
of the miracle that had brought them together 
again, they clung to each other with something 
frenzied in their clasp. Their lips clung as if 
they suffered from a mortal thirst. Every- 
thing that had been was forgotten in the 
quenching of that thirst. 

"Gerald — ^that letter '* she whispered 

presently, "did you mean . . .*' 

He stopped the words with a quick kiss. 
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"Dearest, there are things I don't understand 
yet, but I do know this: from the minute I 
heard your voice back there, in that dark 
room, before I even saw your face, I knew that 
I was going to fight for you, fight to hold you, 
for no matter how things are, I love you. You 
are my wife, my very own, and nothing, noth- 
ing, ever is going to come between us. Some- 
how, we're going to get things clear between 
us, I knew that the instant T saw your eyes. 
Oh, Rosalie, I've been through such hell — ^you 
never can know what hell ! — ^but it all vanished 
when I saw your eyes, such sweet, clean eyes, 
you have, Rosalie. How can you ever forgive 
me for forgetting your eyes, dear?" 

Her arms tightened about him as if to pro- 
tect him from his own remorse; with her lips 
against his cheek she murmured over and over 
her love, her pathetic gratitude, her unbeliev- 
able joy. 

They might have been standing there half 
an hour later, had not the sudden sharp bark- 

207 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

ing of a dog somewhere on the grounds of the 
nearby country place aroused them. Gerald 
looked at his watch with a start. Eleven 
o'clock! They must be on their way. 
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FREE 



THEY left the wood and struck out 
along the road to the west. A quarter 
of a mile of rapid walking brought 
them to a brightly lighted inn that stood back 
some distance from the road. A short dis- 
tance below them were the lights of the village 
of Barrington Center. Along the half -moon 
of driveway in front of the inn, three or four 
motor cars were parked; the sound of music 
from a harp and violin came out to them. 

Rosalie shrank back a little. "Do you think 
we'd better?'* she whispered. 

"Of course! For one reason, you need 

some hot food. When did you have dinner?" 

She admitted that she could not remember 

having had any, at which he hurried her into 

the inn without further ado. "Remember," 
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pockets and whistled under his breath with 
great cahnness. 

"Some good hot soup,'* he said, "awfully 
cold to-night for motoring. And how about 
— ^just let me see the card, will you? Wonder 
how long it will take them to fix that tire ? How 
about roast turkey, dear? You know you're 
starving! Awfully early dinner we had, eh? 
Oh, yes, you do! Yes . . . yes . . . and, 
now, let me see, some spinach k la ^^ 

"You know I don't like spinach, dearest!" 
she protested, in a perfect spoilt-young-wife 
tone. 

"So you don't. Neither do I — ^unsympa- 
thetic vegetable. Well, then, take the card 
and choose for yourself . Cauliflower? Squash? 
A salad?" 

"But, my dear, you're forgetting it's almost 
midnight. This isn't dinner, is it? How ab- 
surd ! Waiter, just bring us the soup, the tur- 
key and ^" 
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They both laughed immoderatley. They 
were hilarious, now, the wine of the game was 
in their veins. They could scarcely wait for 
the man to get out of the room before their 
hands had flown together ; their eyes were like 
stars. All at once they looked preposterously 
young and happy. They bent over the yellow 
cat, who looked at them both with crjrptic green 
eyes and purred gently, 

"Darling, darling, darling, do you know 
that this is our wedding supper?'' he breathed. 

Her face became like a rose. Wonderful 
things were in her glance at him. She whis- 
pered back: 

"He doesn't know" — ^meaning the lonely 
waiter — ^*'he doesn't know we've only been mar- 
ried — oh I I was going to say we're only been 
married a few hours! How strange! We've 
been married four months, and we've been to- 
gether four hours! Gerald, do you think he 
notices how excited we are? Gerald, there are 
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bits of that vine all over you ! Oh, brush me 
oflP, too, before he comes back." 

Happiness went to their heads like wine. It 
was impossible to keep their faces politely 
bored, like all the married faces in the world, as 
they looked at each other across the little table. 

Such food had never been tasted before by 
mortal palates, such a fire, such a cat, such a 
nice waiter, such a delightful inn, had never 
been seen before by mortal eyes. They put 
aside for the moment explanations, all im- 
happy and terrible things, and were just two 
lovers who had lost, and then had f oimd each 
other. That tremendous miracle absorbed 
them, made any sort of connected conversation 
impossible. 

And it was not imtil Gerald had paid the 
bill and they were once more out in the dark, 
in the vague moonlight, that at last she said 
with a catch of her breath, as if now she braced 
herself for something she had been greatly 
dreading: 
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"Gerald, why did you write me that terrible 
letterr 

He looked down at her quickly. "I think 
I should be the one to ask you that! KosaUe^ 
what made you write me that you had changed 
your mind about our marriage, that you were 
willing to, to — ^get out of it? How could you 
let Hugo Stone write me the things he did 
about you? Didn't you know that it would al- 
most kill me? Didn't you know that it would 
torture me, day and night, that letter? When 
I got it I went crazy. I know, now, that I 
couldn't think or reason. I don't remember 
any of that time, except that I wanted to be 
killed. I don't even know what I wrote you 
after I got your letter. I only know that 
when I came to myself in the hospital I didn't 
want to live. Gradually, there came to me a 
suspicion that somewhere a mistake had been 
made. I didn't understand it — I don't under- 
stand it,; now — ^but when my Colonel came to 
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me and said I was going to be invalided home, 
because my wife needed me, I could hardly live 
to get here. I had a feeling that if I could 
only look at you " 

With an exclamation of horror she unwound 
his arm from about her shoulder and, stopping 
short, stood looking up at him in white-faced 
astonishment. "What — are — ^you — ^sajdng ?'* 
she gasped. "A letter — ^from me — saying I 
wanted to — ^to get out of our marriage? Ger- 
ald I I never wrote that letter!^* 

He in turn stared at her, speechless. His 
hands gripped her arms fiercely, unconsciously. 
"But you signed it I Your name was at the 
end -" 

"No, no I I never signed such a letter. I 
wrote you every week, and there was not a sin- 
gle one of my letters that did not tell you I 
loved you and wanted you and looked forward 
to the day when you would come home " 

"But Hugo Stone said you were willing for 
money to — ^to ^^ 
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appearance. Like bits of a picture puzzle 
memories of that unexpected and unusual visit 
of her sister to her apartment leaped to life 
and assembled themselves. 

"Gerald 1" she exclaimed, "have you that let- 
ter?'' 

"No, I tore it up at once. I thought I 
should be killed and I didn't want any one to 
see it " 

"But the date — ^when was it written?" 

He shook his head. He could not remem- 
ber, but he believed it was within a week or 
ten days after he left America. She gave an 
exclamation of affirmation. But all she said 
was: 

"Let's hurry! I want to get home . . • you 
and I will learn the rest of this from my sis- 
ter." 
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CHAPTER XI 

HAPPINESS 

A T Barrington they had only a moment 
A^or two to wait for a New York train 
and they boarded it without having 
caused any unusual interest, apparently, in 
the minds of the two or three persons about the 
station. They were rather silent during the 
first part of the journey, each absorbed in 
thought. Once Rosalie asked Gerald what 
had occurred when he arrived at her apartment 
and found her sister. He told her of his as- 
tonishment when he found another girl who so 
remarkably resembled the one he had married, 
and of Leontine's evident state of nervousness 
and terror. She had recognized him at once, 
and when he insisted on knowing where Rosalie 
had gone, she poured out to him the whole tale 
of her adrentiire of that evening — she would 
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have talked, he said» to any one» such was her 
unbalanced state. As soon as he had grasped 
the character of the dangerous errand Rosalie 
had undertaken, he left the apartment, the one 
idea in his mind then being to overtake her and 
dissuade her from going to the Lemar house. 
Astonished as he had been by the discovery of 
this imknown sister-in-law, he still felt no curi- 
osity concerning her, every emotion being 
swamped by his fear for Rosalie. He had 
torn down to the station, missed by a frac- 
tion of a minute the very train that Rosalie 
had caught, and had then chartered a motor 
car to take him to the Lemar place. 

Rosalie listened to him with a sober face, 
though her eyes shone as he told of his anxi- 
ety for her safety. 

"Then you — ^you had already begun to for- 
give me because I never told you about my sis- 
terr 

"Why didn't you tell me, Rosalie? Not 

224 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

that it matters one jot, but secretiveness 
doesn't seem like you, you know/' 

She watched the flying night for a silent mo- 
ment. "I didn't tell you, because I was a cow- 
ard. Our marriage was so sudden, and after 
that, there was so little time and it seemed so 
precious. I couldn't bear to spoil it by speak- 
ing of something that has been for years a sore 
spot in my heart." 

"Dear! You don't need to speak of it now 
if you'd rather not." 

"Ah, but now you must know, because it's 
all twisted up with what has happened. . • . 
When my sister and I were fifteen my mother 
brought us to New York to go on with oxxr 
music training. Soth of us had promising 
voices — my father when he died had made her 
promise to see that we had the best training 
possible — and my sister especially, was tal- 
ented. Oh, I believe she could have gone far, 
if she only had my ability to drudge and save 
herself for the best. But she hated hard work, 
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and most of all she hated being poor. • • . We 
lived in that dingy old apartment and we had 
to save and scrimp for our lessons; we knew 
no one, we could not afford amusements, not 
even decent clothes. And my sister loved 
clothes and gayety. From the very first the 
city called to her and drew her like a magnet. 
I didn't feel that way. I was happy because 
we had splendid teachers, and mother and I 
were always looking ahead to the day when 
I'd have good engagements and when my voice 
would do the things I wanted it to do. But 
Tina wasn't like that. She never saw a thing 
but the present hour. We hadn't been in New 
York a year before mother and I knew that 
sooner or later Tina was going to break our 
hearts. ... I am glad mother died when she 
did." 

A bleak, pinched expression came into her 
lovely face, her eyes looking straight ahead 
did not see the car or the flying night outside 
the windows. Gerald, watching her face, sud- 
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denly leaned toward her and gathered her cold 
little hand into his own two. 

"I'm here, darling!" he whispered. 

She gave him a quick smile. "I know! 
That is the miracle. Well ! When Tina was 
only seventeen she took a chorus position, 
against her teacher's orders and mother's 
pleading. From that moment we had no real 
control over her. She lived with us, but she 
went her own way largely. A manager saw 
her and got her special training for the revue 
at one of the Broadway cabarets. She was a 
success at once. And then she refused to 
study or work. She relied on her beauty and 
her naturally good voice. And she was so 
lovely, then I She is losing it all fast, but then, 
she was so pretty that she made all of the other 
girls in the revue look ordinary. Flattery 
poured over her, a millionaire's son asked her 
to marry him and she refused him because she 
didn't like his taste in clothes, a wealthy re- 
tired impresario oflPered to send her abroad to 
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study for opera and she wouldn't go. She 
threw herself away on the excitements of the 
moment. But mother tried imtil she died, to 
keep hold of her. Night after night, either 
mother or I waited for her in the dressing- 
rooms of cabarets. And I hated it so! It was 
all hke something poisonous and strangling to 
me, the stale air, the incessant conversations 
about men and dress and money and motor cars 
and food, the hatred and rivalries, the intrigues 
and the frightful stories. . . • Oh, my dear, 
I'm telling you what I should have told you be- 
fore I let you marry me. You will think what 
I Ve been through has stuck to me in little ways 
that will come out to shame you ^^ 

"Don't, Rosalie, please dcm't! Nothing has 
stuck to you but the best in the world. You 
are the sweetest, cleanest ^" 

She gave a little shake of her head. "If 
I'm what you say, it's because God put in my 
heart something that made me hate what Tina 
loved. She often declared she could not live 
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without that sort of life, and I should have 
died if I'd had to live it. That was the diflFer- 
ence between us, and I suppose that is what 
drove us farther and farther apart after 
mother died. I tried to keep her with me. I 
have always kept the apartment just as mother 
left it, thinking that sometime Tina would 
come home, sick, perhaps, a f ailiu*e at last, and 
the old things would remind her of mother. 
But in three years she has been to see me only 
when she needed a loan — ^perhaps a half dozen 
times. Soon after mother went, she took an 
apartment of her own, she let me know that 
she did not want me interfering with her life. 
And then I took mother's maiden name. I 
was continually being taken for Tina, our 
names and appearance being so much alike, 
and when I began to get professional engage- 
ments I wanted to defend myself against such 
embarrassments. I thought I was through 
with it all when I did that. But it seems that 
I wasn't." 
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"You say you were often mistaken for your 
sister?" Gerald interrupted with some excite- 
ment in his voice. "Do your photographs 
look aUke?'^ 

"More than we do, especially a profile 
photograph.'* 

Gerald was silent for several moments. 
Then he stood up as they came into the Penn- 
sylvania station. His face was very grim. 

"It's a toss-up in my mind/' he said, 
"whether I want to see your sister first, or 
Hugo Stone 1" 

The next afternoon Gerald and Rosalie 
stood waiting in the Equitable Building for 
an elevator to take them to the street. They 
stood in the corridor outside the door of Hugo 
Stone's office, but that punctilious gentleman 
had not come out to see them into the elevator. 
In fact when they said good-by to him it had 
been as much as he could do to assume his 
usual superior poise. For he had had the most 

230 



J CANT TALK THAT WAV TO t, 



\ 



r- 



. 4 
I 



* -1 



*^ * 



1 \'yj '^'^ 



«i ^ 



The Shadow of Rosalie Byrnes 

disagreeable and disconcerting half hour of his 
life. 

Confronted with Rosalie and an exceedingly 
scornful young Lieutenant he had gasped and 
floundered, he had tried bluffing his way out 
and had his bluff uncovered by a half sheet of 
note paper on which was a scrawled confes- 
sion signed by Leontine Maddem. When he 
fully grasped the blunder he had made, he had 
tried for a suave contrition. Rosalie had 
merely gazed at him with her clear eyes, and 
Gerald had laughed rudely. 

"If you weren't going to marry my sister," 
he said, "I'd thrash you the way you deserve." 

"Look here, Gerald, you can't talk that way 
to me, you know!" Stone cried. "Your wife's 
sister obtained money from me imder false pre- 
tenses — that's a mighty impleasant accusation 
to have brought up against a sister-in-law, you 
know." 

"I don't think there's much choice between 
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that and the accusation that could be brought 
against my brother-in-law r* 

"You must remember that your sister con- 
sented/* Stone sneered. 

"I know. IVe seen Eleanor this morning." 
Gerald's tone was dry. "I think she's sorry, 
now. At any rate, in the circumstances she's 
promised not to influence my mother against 
my wife, in fact, she's going to break the news 
to her and I'm to take Rosalie to see mother 

4 

this afternoon. Mother'U be all right. And 
I've got only one thing to say to you, Stone: 
Eleanor is the kind of person who doesn't eas- 
ily forget mistakes. If you want yomr path 
to be a comfortable one from now on, you'll 
treat my wife right. And if you want to be 
safe, you'll remember that army training is 
great for muscle — ^and I'm watching to see 
that you carry out directions. My wife was 
Miss Rosalie Byrnes before she becMne Mrs. 
,Cromwell — do you think you can remember 
that?" 
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1 can try,'' said Stone, morosely. 
'Angels can do no more,'* remarked Ger- 
ald, gayly. 

He was in high spirits as he masterfully 
bade his wife shake hands with this future 
member of his family. And Rosalie demurely 
gave her hand to Hugo Stone, After which 
all three bowed with some ceremony, Hugo 
Stone opened the door, and the Cromwell fam- 
ily peace pact was finished. 
j Gerald felt no doubt of his mother's eren- 

tual forgiveness. 

"First she'll cry and have an awful spell," 
I he said to Rosalie as tucking her hand imder 

I his arm he walked her along Sroadway. "Then 

she'll get wanting to see me. Then when 
she's cried on my shoulder, she'll take a long 
look at you. And that," he added com- 
placently, "will be the finish of her, for you are 
undoubtedly the most beautiful wife any 
Cromwell ever had. And I happen to know 
that my mother is nutty about beauty." 
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Rosalie gave a long sigh of complete happi- 
ness. "'I think you managed that interview 
with Mr. Stone wcmderfully, Grerald. You 
looked so fierce and strong and handsome!" 
Which showed that Rosalie was already learn- 
ing wifely tact. "And you managed poor 
Tina quite as welL I never saw her so really 
amenable to reason." 

"She had to be 1" retorted Gerald. "We had 
her in our hands. What with fear of how the 
Lemar affau- might turn out, and fear of what 
Stone and I might do to her, she was help- 
less. When I was taking her to her apartment 
last night she told me she had been offered a 
South American contract, and she's decided to 
sign up for two years." 
Tf she only would!" 

She will, all right. I didn't mince words 
when I advised her to. It will be a good thing 
for her, aside from everything it will mean to 
us. She'll have to work hard and regularly, 
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and away from Broadway she'll have a chance 
to get on her feet again." 

The old accustomed shadow fell over 
Rosalie's f ace, and he saw it. He put his hand 
over hers. 

"Dearest, you're going to put all that fear 
out of your heart from now on," he said. 
"Didn't the morning paper say that Lemar de- 
clares he fell and struck his head on the 
hearth? He's never going to persecute yomr 
sister again, you may be sure of that. And 
you have carried your share of your sister's 
burdens. From now on, if there are more, you 
and I carry them together. Do you get that — 
together?" 

On the same corner where Rebecca Brinker- 
hoflF had balanced herself with their problems 
one day, meditating on the limitations of red 
tape, they now came to a stop, ostensibly to 
let the traffic flow crosstown, but in reality to 
smile into each other's eyes, a smile of the most 
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perfect faith and an admiraticHi so flagrantly 
a<lmiring that a traffic policeman stood trans- 
fixed as he eyed them. Then recovering him- 
self he waved four trucks northw^rd^ held 
back the limousine of a bank president, and 
called: 

"Do you want to cross, or don't you — ^you 
young nuts?" 

(1) 
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